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PREFACE. 



The South no less requires a a literary, than a commercial indepen- 
dence. Must that art, which of all others contributes most to expand 
the intellectual proportions, support a languid existence in the South, 
unable to compete with the more luxuriant offspring of JNorthern enter- 
prize ? Are the Printers in the Southern Cities, a less industrious, less 
intelligent, or less worthy race, that an author, in violation of patriot- 
ism and sentiment; but in obedience to interest, is forced to seek the clas- 
sic atmosphere of New-Tork, to usher his writings into existence ? Or 
is it necessary that the giant intellect of northern criticism, shall have 
first pronounced on the legitimacy of literary productions, ere they be 
entrusted to the less discerning eye of the South? Or, perhaps, there is 
a sort of moral dignity thrown around an Author and his work by their 
alliance with the North, which could not be attained in the obscurity 
of a Southern Latitude ? These are questions which intimately affect 
the independence, the interest and the honor of the South ! As Charles- 
ton bids fair, from her resources, spirit, energy and position, to become 
the tme emporium of Southern Commerce, why not, at least, of her own 
Uterature? This is a subject big with importance, but on which our 
present attitude forbids us to enlarge — a hint is sufficient. 

The author, with due respect, but without any overwrought apolo- 
|ries for their defects or blemishes, offers these Poehs to the candid 
decision of the public. Professional criticism, where it flows from a 
liberal and enlightened spirit, and equally delights to exhibit beauties — 
if any — as well as defects, he courts and warmly solicits; and yet, he 
has no disposition to bow to a tribunal from whose merciless fangs 
works of genius have survived to belie the haughty impotence of lite, 
rary tyranny ! An enlightened public must be his final judge. 

THE AUTHOR. 
B. S., Decejnber, 1835. 
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THE GENIUS OF ERIN. 



CANTO I. 

'T WAS dark; and o'er the wide extended plaia 
Mysterious night had drawn her starry train; 
On contemplation bent, I sat alone — 
The lamp untrimmed before me dimly shone^ 
A magic gloom had stolen all around. 
Uninterrupted by the softest sound: 
'T was thus, when o'er Atlantic's mighty dce^, 
Hy anxious thoughts their wonted vigils keep. 
On that sweet Isle, by ruthless tyrants trod. 
Whose very footsteps mark the soil with blood! 
— ^Eternal Ood! snatch up thy bolts of wrath, 
And blast the clime that gives these monsters birth: 
Strike to the dust the vile and truckling slave— 
O let him rot a traitor in his grave! 
IVhile all around sad desolation sweeps, 
And Justice o'er the slaughtered victims weeps> 
Grieved in my spirit at the murderous blot. 
My wringing heart in sleep a respite sought} 
And sinking on my couch to calm repose^ 
A glorious scene in mystic order rose. 



Methought upon a towering cliff I stood , 

Where Aragis* nods o'er the azure flood; 

And, like a pyramid of lusty size 

Veils its high summit in the dewy skies. 

The moon's pale crescent o'er the western Me, 

Seemed weeping through the arch of heav'n to glid^' 

Gray mantling clouds beneath the blue coneafe. 

In solemn pomp their sombre shadows wave. 

But broken here and there, and far between. 

In distant groups the twink'ling stars are seen. 

As if in conncil on nome mighty deed 

By heav'n lamented, or by beaT'o decreet 

Hashed in a calm profound. Creation lay« 

And not a leaf stirs on the sleeping ipray; 

Still midnight brooded o'«r the traoi^^ dCMf^ 

i And living nature hung in palefvl deep. 

■ The Owl alone, sad messenger of deatl^ 
Waved her dread pinions o W the d«sky beetbi 

; Alone her chilling scream, the ««lm profound 
Caught in its spacious womb and echoed founds 

While gazing on th0 esimw soene I stood, 
; par in the east, beheld a.slreajc of blood I 
i^nd quick athwart my chsf oied, but achiag eigid;* 
j0hot forth a glorious burst of anfiron lighii 
3>escending svifUy on the goUea rajr, 
|A martial form of beav'nly aujaity 
(Before me stood,— <of mould so fair and brig|iit» 
IAb ne'er before bad ktAe upon ay aighl f 
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Adown her neck dark raven ringlets fibwed^ 
And on her cheek health and robustness glowed, 
High on her brow the warlike emblems dance; 
In her right hand she held the pointed lance: 
Firm, in her left,^ she grasped a ponderous shield, 
With such earth's ancient heroes scoured the field; 
Suspended on her broad and brawny back, 
Hung the mute Harp, deep fringed with glossy black! 
Her countenance not sad, but calm, serene 
Showed not o\ grief» but that it there had been. 
Clear beamed her eyes, upon my ravished sight, 
Like meteors sailing through the air at night ; 
Four God-like forms awaited her command, 
And all attentive, in mute silence stand — 
Mirth, Honor, Gratitude and Wit combine 
To form her train, and round her sparkling shine ! 
My eyes overcome with lustre ceased to gaze 
And full of awe, I knelt in dread amaze ! 

But soon the thrilling accents struck my ear *— ^ 
''Attend immortals, and my story hear !'' 
Fired by the sounds I raised ray drooping head, 
When thus the martial Genius sighed and said— ^ 

Again, upon the Northern Cone we rest, 
Where the bold eagle builds her airy nest. 
Full many a year has V iled its hzy round, 
Since first we trod this cons er.rnted ground : 
Full many a partial heart has hurst in twain, 
Been tortured on the rack» or basely slain ! 




10 



Whole seas of blood have soaked the reeking earth, 

And carnage revelled o'er the tombs of worth. 

The babe impaled upon the soldier's spear, 

Has died un watered by a mother's tear : 

The parents groan of death sufficed to swell 

Her infant darling's last sad funeral knell ! 

Nor age nor sex has persecution spared — 

The BLOODY FLAG aloue her votaries reared ! 

Since Albion's reptiles stained the sainted shore 

The wild harp's thrilling notes are heard no more ! 

Since Strongbow's plunderers touched the eea-girt isle 

Faint is the maiden's song, the matron's smile ! 

M'Murchad's vile and sacrilegious hand 

First lit the pile and shook a traitor's brand ; 

Immersed in crime, to guilt and crime he fled. 

And to the tomb his country's glory led. 

Let deep mouthed curses mingle with his name, 

Who drowned in blood his country's virtuous fame ! 

Dark on the murderer's slab, or traitor's scroll. 

In characters of blood his name enroll ; 

And let the boy's first broken accents rise 

In generous indignation to the skies, 

Teach him to chant the patriot's burning strais — 

It may be Heav'n shall wipe away the stain. 

Ah, my sweet friends ! when back these eyes I cast 

Upon the long, dark midnight of the past — 

I cannot well resist — a tear will start — 

It is the RICHEST tribute of the heart ! 

Abrupt she ceased — I marked the glist'ning eye, 
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But soon the moisture vanished with a sigh } 
And thus again : — I pity not the slave 
Who steals contented to his loathsome grave — 
That, cringing, fawns before the tyrant's nod ; 
And worships fellow man more than his God ! 
Who hugs the chain that binds his coward limb — 
A very serf— I ne'er shall pity him. 
No : 'tis the brave, the stern, undaunted soul, 
Whose burning ardour knows no base controL-- 
Full of the fire of manhood, dares to think. 
Sits down and eyes his fetters, link by link, 
While manly rage sits gnawing at his heart, 
And every nerve transmits the dreadful smart ; 
Each tedious clank but tends to brace his frame, 
And every lash augments the patriot flame : 
For such the sympathetic tear I shed 
Men who in freedom's noble cause have bled ; 
And bravely spurned therr honest rights to fling 
Before a tyrant lord, or idol King ! 
Who sooner far than part with freedom's wreath. 
Have bowed to fate, and calmly smiled on death-— 
Borne on the pinions of immortal love. 
Have winged their easy way to realms above ; 
Where no harsh fetters clog the spirit's peace; 
And tyrantman's fierce persecutions cease ! 

What urged the robbers from their murky clime, 
Where plunder has been legalised by crime f 
Where lust and carnage, knit in close embrace. 
Have flung upon the christian name disgrace ! 
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Where trampled serfs a puppet*kiog adore 

Who scowls on Europe, throu^ih his subjects gore! 

Whe-e wretchedness and pomp forever jar. 

And pampered gluttons wage eternal war! 

Where rights are talked of, where no rights are known^ 

And avarice has to a virtue grown ! 

A constitution that no limits hind — . 

Laws that exempt the rich, and beggars grind ; 

That with one hand, bestow the lordling's wreath. 

And with the other sow disease and death I 

That speak alike the poacher's piteous doom, 

And starve the wretched weaver at his loom ! 

That glittering vice exalt to virtue's chair. 

While SLAVES applaud, and moping bondsmen stare ! 

They call that freedom which is but the sound, 

While tyranny and baseness reign around ! 

What urged the robbers o'er the narrow tide ? 
Re-echoed Wit, and, smiling, thus replied. — 
'Twas vx to teach tliid rough and iron race 
The precious stveets 'of Liberty and Peace! 
Neither of which themselves had e'er possessed 
Since Caesar's legions on their borders pressed. 
A mongrel race from pilfish nations sprung. 
Which firr:]y to its parent vices clung, 
Mocking at Justice, if it brought but gain, 
And trajupiiii^'nn her laws, through heaps of slain ! 
So bloued Rome's sad lust of empire strewed 
Wholo o intinf^nts With scenes of death and blood^^-^ 
Brokt; o'er the nations only to endave, 
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Herself the boast of freedom and the grave I 

She talked aloud oi liberty e'en when 

Her glutted senate forged fresh chains for men ! 

'Tis Albion grasps the damning vice, and time 

But swells the catalogue of Britain's crime — 

Worthy successor to the purple dame. 

She ravages alike in freedom's name, 

Insulting those her selfishness has bound 

Not with the rights of freemen but the sound ! 

Drunk with the spoils, she takes excessive pains : 

At ONCE bestows the book of God and Chains I 

Usurps the banner of the sacred cross 

Her schemes to veil, and her dark intrigues gloss '. 

Talks notably of peace, and aims a blow 

To lay her unsuspecting victim low ; 

Rules THIS brave people with an iron rod — 

All this she does, and calls it serving God ! 

Wit ceased. The Genius thus — Thy pity sneers 
Repay me for a sea of bitter tears. 
Too truly hast tbou sketched the subtle guile. 
That lurks within the folds e'en of her smile; 
Too justly hit the burning lust of gain. 
That loves to scoff at agony and pain — 
Trample on rights, the scow! of Heaven defy, 
And doom the plundered wretch to pine and die . 
Tear up the records of a nation's fame, 
Emblaz'ning on her brow each'act of shame: 
Scourge the defenceless, lacerate the weak, 
And on the poor her iron sceptre break: 

2 
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Cast discord on each hearth, and spread afar 

The ghastly elements of social war ! 

Then, like the practiseii demon, chackling laugh 

To see her writhing ▼ictims caught With chaff: 

Lament the crimes herself has brought to life. 

And in her zeal, ansheath the bloody knife ; 

Unsettle every social tie, and grind 

Te earth the best, the bravest, of mankind! 

Ah t when I think aright of Erin's wrong, 
How is my heart with torturing sadness wrung, 
Myriads of ghastly spectres meet my gaze, 
As I look back through memory's torturous maze^ 
Pale hosta of bleeding victims thickly strew 
The plains, and mar my laboring view, 
Horror and Anguish hover o'er the scene. 
And Death's chill banner floats in blood between. 
Bark ! how the shriek of millions rend the air, 
Mingled with awful groans and dark despair- 
Whole centuries of carnage crowd the sight, 
And shed around the glare of Hell and night ! 

Btemal God of Justice ! can it be 

This wantonness of crime tou tamely see f 

When wiD the flaming shafts impetuous fling 

Thy concentrated wrath on vengeance wing.^ 

O let the quickened hours more swiftly sweep 

Down hoary time's inexorable steep ! 

Ah ! put a period to the damning stain, 

And give her peace, joy, hope and love again. 
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ea Erin's bright'ning son shall largely pour 
loiided light around her smiling shore ! 
lie speaking this^ above she bent her eye^ 
athing to Heav'n the incense of a sighi 
I, as her closing periods rent the air, 
sunk into the attitude of prayer, 
craving look betrays a heartfelt zeal 
)lions deep her quivering lips reveal : 
I when of glory yet to come she spoke^ 
mile of rapture o'erlier features hroke— 
if a ray responsive to her sigh 
npmitted from the throne of God on high! 

cquisite display of beaming grace ! 
never can the march of time efface 
I thrilling ecstacy of that sweet hour, 
Bn first I felt the warm, angelic power 
i o'er my drunken senses, and impart 
ood of rapture to my ravished heart: 
ght but the icy hand of surly death 
from my mem'ry pluck that gferious wrealfa. 

soon the Genius standing thus again,-— 
I prayers of the just rise not in vain. 
»ugh Heav'ns exalted ends must answered be, 
nought can happen but by Heav'ns decree.- 
vain to mourn the ills we cannot cure, 
I yet what soul can crowding ills endure ? 
«1 springs from evil, and we oft conclude 
.t to be evil, which results in goodly 
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We cannot scan the providence of God, 

Or tell what empire totters to his nod: 

We cannot search the mystic womb of time, 

Or o'er our bounden limits daring climb. 

* Tis God's to guide the complex wheels of fate— 

Ours to assent, and pondering contemplate: 

Consummate wisdom stamps the sacred plan — 

'Tis fickle passion rules the breast of man, 

The soul that trusts in Heav'n*s awarding power. 

Becomes more stable with each gliding hour: 

Death steals upon it like a pleasing dream. 

Content and resignation o'er it beam. 

How oft I've seen a lordly son of earth, 

Elate with fortune, station, rank and birth — 

Mere things of chance, which fitful accident 

Will sometimes to her pampered children grant — 

Swell, in the pomp of vast magnificence, 

And yet, behold a few short hours firom hence, 

{Tj E sinks a victim to mortality, 

And hugs corruption in his native clay. 

This is a lesson to the truly wise. 

Pointing its flaming index to the skies. 

Man is the sport of fortune: changes steal 
With ev'ry revolution of her wheel: 
Death mingles with the roaring laugh, and pain 
Usurps the choicest place in pleasure's train ! 
'Tis idiots prize the trashy pomp of earth. 
Which decks off villainy, and buries worth. 
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The glittering hjpocrite is caUed well-bred, 
A gaody butterfly, with brains of lead: 
The child of bonob ponders dark design. 
And shallow apes, in stars and garters shine. 

What is the life of man? 'tis like a dream. 
Wherein a thoasand grotesqae figures gleam; 
Fantastically dressed, and each one seems 
To qport in airy fancy's golden beams: 
Regardless of the future, 'till the past 
By death cut shorty prodatms that scene the la^U 
The startled dreamer but awakes to see 
Time swiftly 'merging to eternity. 

What can the ccmscience rule— or bridle in 
The deep convictions that will swell within 7^ 
Yon cannot bind the soul: it is in Tain 
Yon ibrge for her an adamantine chain; 
She'U burst it, and in bursting, headlong sweep 
Through reahns of thought, down to its lowest deeji^ 

How purely bright is glory's sunny wreath. 
Whose melting ray escqies the shades of death * 
Shining down through the mists of mazy timet 
Shedding its light on efery age and clime. 
It is the lustre of the fadeless dead. 
Who have to immortality been wed: 
It sheds a halo round the poet's gloom, 
And forms itself the patriot hero's tomU 
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But moralizing now d^es nought a? ail^ 
Let me return to Erin's piteous tale« — 

I do' not mean to stir the distant past— ^ 

Time has upon those days her diantle cast 

It is enough to know no MoifORSL stain 

Runs in the current of ? iibemia's vein: 

Pure as the honest glow that warms the frime/ 

Descends the history of her hirth and name. 

No BASTARD Uood conr^s her hardy race, 

Engendered in the lair of Ibiil disgrace. 

On her dark visage will you' trace in vain 

Aught of the Saxon or marauding Dane ! 

Her warlike sons refteUed the roving hordes'* 

That figured haughtily as Briton's lords ! 

Clontarf attests the lustre of her name, 

And speaks deep-mouthed Britannia's bnmiikg shame. 

Clontarf ! that nobFe sound can never die 
Enhanced by Brian'i^ glorious victory ; 
Whose lusty prowess struck the haughty foe, 
And broke the threatened bondage by a bk>w! 
Clontarf sh^il fet awake the mimtrers fire. 
Who from the North may strike his sounding lyre. 
Brian's unsullied plume shall wave on high, 
And his brave deeds re-echo to the sky ! 
But for the present, let bright glory wave 
Her golden pinions o'er his patriot grave : 
His ^c it compeers sleep on in calm renown 
Until the muse have knit her laured crown ! 
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A LIKE DEFEAT had met a later foe. 
And laid, in dust, her steel dad robbers low ; 
But baneful discord — ^ghastly child of night, 
Whose hellish intrigues cramp the warrior's might 
Sow desolation o'er a labouring world 
Where e>r her saUe pennons are unfurled — 
Infused her poison through Hibemia's frame. 
And lit upon her cheek the blush of shame, 
For ancient glory gone; and gone to grace 
The SPURIOUS beats of Norman, Saxon race 1 
A blush of shame! O yes, but of that kind. 
Which shows a sense of virtue fires the mind. 
Britain may boast her streams of wealth that gush. 
But say, could e'er she boast one virtuous blush? 
If one should rise, a thousand more must flow, 
Until her guilty cheeks would purple glow; 
And, fiercely bursting, choke the tainted air, 
With seas of1>lood and conscience's lurid glare! 
Hibernia's honor stirs Hibemia's shame. 
But VICES only round Britannia flame! 

Here Honour smiling, bow'd her graceful head^ 
And in sweet tones of music, briefly said — 

In Erin's lap, I ever love to sport. 

And in her train rejoice to hold my court : 

My laws she guards with more than vestal zeal — 

I know her rapture and her merits feel. 

Ingenuous frankness revels in her heart, 

And tend'rest sympathies their thrills impart! 
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To me she e? er shall be doaUy dear, 
Aa haat'ning time impels each rolliBgyear. 
One other land alone can with her part 
The well-earned tribute of my anxioos heart-<«- 
'Tia there^ where liberty has built her nest- 
She ceased, and turning, pointed to the Westf 

The Genius still — Let ages roD away — 

Darkness, unbroken by a single ray; 

Sscept that playing o'er the patriot's urn, 

Where freemen, bound by fate, but^ainly mourn I 

Tes, freemen! for the soul is always^free 

That longs to grasp the body's liberty ! 

Like the free winds of Hearen, its thoughts will ris^ 

Sweeping unchained, earth, ocean, air and skies ! 

Let ages roll away — ^lisp not 4 breath 

Of confiscations, and the sounds of death : 

Tell not albt'ning world the acts of shame^ 

That blur eternally Britannia's name! 

In sad retirement, break the bloody zeal; 

'Twould dim the light of Heaven, such to reveal 

In open air ! even now the lamp of night. 

Sinking in haste to ocean, spares her light! 

These, these are acts o'er which the angels weep. 
While keeping vigils on yon starry steep ; 
These, these are deeds of darkness and of crime; 
Which will descend upon the wings of time ! 
That ingenuity of guilt refined, 
Which will to dust a generous nation grind — 
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Heap loads of infamjr as dark as hell. 
And leave the wretches nought but to rebel ! 
Then seize their all — their lives, their liberty, 
Sins, sins like these to Heav'n for vengeance cry ! 

On let me pass to that dark, hideous time 
When zeal o'er heated, joined in league with crime^ 
When persecution naked, walked abroad. 
And slew her millions in the name of God ! 
Blood stained the hearth of ev'ry lowly cot*- 
Peath from the christian was the christian's lot. 
The stake, the faggot, and the gibbet bore. 
Groans of despair, and death from shore to shore, 
Wild was the tumuk then, and hoarse the roar ! 
Nought but the sound of massacre's harsh croak, 
Rung through the air and o'er the welkin broke ! 
On ghastly scenes like these letmem'ry cast. 
Her sable shroud ! O may they be the last ! 

Learn here the dark fatuity of man. 

Who high in hope, contrives the abortive plan ; 

Anticipates, too fond, the distant gleam. 

Shedding a lustre o'er his golden dream ; 

When lo, the sweet delusion rolls away. 

Recoiling from the blaze of open day ! 

The zeal that vents in blood can Heavenapplaud — 

Or can such incense reach the throne of God ! 

If sO| drag from the past the Druid's lore. 

And let your altars stream with human gore ! 

Lead forth your victims in the liqht of day^ 
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A»d as ye wield the kntfe, for mercy prajL, 
Be systemttic in your butchery I 
Infatuated man ! you might as well 
Unktr the flaming gates of toiling Hell ; 
ReH ba«k the curtain of yon arch on high. 
And pluck to earth the tenants of the sky ! 
Bid time's unmeasured periods cease to roll, 
And jarring discord spread from pole to pole» 
Unlock the magazines of labouring fate, 
And worlds on worlds with chaos inundate : 
As to invent a sure effective plan 
Ta chain the tow'ring intellect of man J 
'iPis irrepressible, etherial, grand, 
The more you urge, the mart it will expand : 
lh»n FOR die skies, its flights you cannot stay, 
It loves to bask in freedom's cheering ray ! 

ttan is the child oF passion: ev'ry breath 

Stirs up afresh the sleeping calm beneath 4 

From toil to toil, in vanity he treads. 

And not a footstep back to virtue leads ! 

He'll crush his fellow man for points of faith, 

And will consign e'en innocence to death : 

Himself exempt from punishment alone, 

Although in deadly crime he's hoary grown ! 

Sift narrowly his neighbor's fame, and fling 

Dark vomitings of spite on scandal's wing. 

Yea more, he'll whine, and weep, and mourn and groan* 

Abroad : and laugh at this when once alone \ 
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He'll smile on every body — if he can-^ 
This is the hypocrite ; and this is man! 
Bot there are those who scorn these vulgar arts, 
Ingenioasy candid^ undesigning hearts- 
Firm as the rock that binds this mountain's basec 
Bland as the softest breeze that creeps through qpaeel 
These eye with cold disdain the vulgar pack. 
That crawl to Hell with fardels on their back! 

Cromwell ! that craven son pf subtle guile, 
Who dar'd to cheat his Ood e'en with a smile ! 
Dark as the blackness of the midnight deep. 
When thickening tempests o'er the waters sweep ; 
A heartless imp of Albion's deadliest hue, 
Whe, through deep guile and crime togreatuss greii-.f 
A demon spirit ruled the ruffian s breast — 
Yon slaughtered monarch could the fact attesti 
Grim child of Hell ! e'en now the mother's sigh 
Slow lisps thy name as if thyself wert nigh: 
Thy troopers yet are heard to scour the plain. 
And scenes of death and carnage act again ! 
Cromwell ! — ^Hibentia thrills to hear the sounds 
And tremb'ling Fathers wildly gaze around. 
The infant babe partakes the dread uproar, 
And wild confusion rings from shore to shore* 
Cromwell ! a cloud of blood hangs on thy brow— ^ 
Intriguing wretch ! methinks I see thee now. 
As when thy putrid caroase hung in air. 
And thy still flaming eye balls ghastly glar^— ^ 
While exeoratioBs load thy loathesome naraoi 
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Anf\ bittfirest curses trumpet forth thy fame — 
£t(*rnnt tenant of eternal flame ! 
Ambiuon is the spring of all that's great 
Amon? the human race — the child of fate ! 
The illustrious dead have felt her genial glow — 
She grasps the imperial sceptre here below — 
And rules the mass of mind, for weal or wo: 
She wakes the minstrel's sweet immortal lay. 
And the bright lights of science drags to day ! 
Arts are her offspring: Knowledge lights 
Her slipp'ry paths among the giddy heights 
Of various literature — dashing atar 
Through fields of wonder in her glittering car ! 
She toils and sweats, and dies but for a name, 
Panting alone to hug eternal fame ! 
This the ambition of the just and wise — 
This only that whose birth place is the skies. 
There is anothbr of a blacker die, 
Along whose track whole clouds of demons fly,^ 
Hov'ring in ambush o'er each bloody tread. 
Engulphing in their course vast fields of dead ! 
She is < the progeny of guile and nighty 
Usher'd into the world by rav'nous blight ; 
Her food is blood — her drink the wretch's moaUf 
She laughs in rapture, when whole, nations gi^an, 
False glory i» her mate — at her right band 
Deceit and Chideous arnage eagerstand: 
*Tis she has died the soil of ev'ry shore. 
And steeped a laboring world in human gore. 

END OF CANTO I . 
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Hibernia groaned beneath a load of wo-^ 
Each following tyrant proved a sterner foe. 
Limerick attests the Dutchman's broken faiih-^ 
That stain shall ever blur his tainted wreath ! 
Let those who make his name a part¥ spell 
This foul dishonor to their brethren tell ; 
And filling to the brim the sparkling gbss; 
Around the board the mad'ning liquor pass. 
Drinking in silence to his virtue gone 
Who broke his faith — but broke it not alone ! 

Monarchs themselves are oil but glitt'ring clowns — 

The loftiest thoughts they have are of their crowns! 

Mere strutting monkies, full of trick and whim, 

As dull as leaden bullets, and as dim : 

Though quick to shower these messengers of death 

Spurn at the good, or snap the plighted faith 

What is a monarch stripped oi majesty 1 

What but a polished lump of mortal clay ? 

A gaudy thing of nought — a popinjay ! 

And what is majesty 7 an idle sound — 

#9 earthy that ray of lustre ne'er wa? fom^4 
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Bat dweilfl upon the brow of God on high, 

It ne'er has led — it ne'er can leave the sky ! 

But monarchs,having gorged the things of time 

And lapsing farther into lust and crime. 

Grasped at the sacred attributes forbidden ; 

And in their roadness^dared to plunder Heav'nf 

'Tis but a fancy toy — a partial plan 

To grace the haughty brows of royal man ; 

And catch the stupid vulgar by a name, 

Wliich if but breathed, re-echoes back their shame I 

The Stewarts now expelled, Hibernia's blood 
Pr ofusely poured in streams on land and flood : 
The penal statutes — Albion's dark disgrace — 
Wielded to extirpate Hibernia's race — 
Drove millions to the death — the dread uproar 
Shook the blue sther round from shore to shore! 
While on the altar standu the zealous priest, 
Proclaiming unto man the dying feast 
Of love : behold the soldier's midnight tread 
Invades the precincts of the peaceful dead ; 
And echo startled in the distant glen 
Reverberates the groans of slaughtered men ! 
The pious father bent before his God, 
Receives into his heart the musket's load ; 
And sinks a corpse upon the sacred floor, 
Mingling his own with floods of kindred gore ! 
The matron wild with terror, shrieks to Heav'n — 
The bayonet's point is in her bosom driven ; 
And sinking in her husband's crimson life, 
>|tamps the last kiss — in death, a loving wife \ 
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ftiit see yon flaming star, shot from its sphere— 
I could not brook its talc of death to hear ! 
Did we pursue the record as we could, 
These floating clouds would weep down tears of blood ', 
And that pale, waning moon escape our sight, 
Plunging hi ocean's flood her silver light ! 
Ocean himself would beat the echoing shore, 
And drown our accents by his boisterous roar ! 
No, let them pass away — the time is nigh 
When they shall peal in thunder from the sky : 
Shake aged Britain to her rotten core. 
Making her belch the blood she gorged of yore k 
Is this the way to propagate a creed ? — 
Was't thus the Saviour sowed the gospel seed 
Is death the christian's only argument — 
Was it for this the Apostles forth were sent t 
So much for State and Policy ; but know 
There's such a thing as Justice here below 
"Though governments have never felt her sway — 
Plunging through crime and carnage to decay. 

The man of soul ne'er stoops to any foe — 
Lord of himself, he's lord of all below ! 
Though steeped in frugal poverty, his eye 
Looks forth in manly firmness to the sky. 
Adversity but nerves his dauntless heart: 
Nought but the frown of Heav'n can awe impart* 
Firm as the centre>nucieus of this globe, 
Secure, he wraps himself in honour's robe. 
Vhe tyrant's brow but scowls on him in vaip — 

8* 
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1j<t6kitig a Gody he soowls it beck again! 

He smiles at sordid fools in glittering weeds ; 

Yet should the wretch but moan — his heart then bleeds. 

No force can crush him : ev'ry coming day. 

On him for weal or woe may stied its ray ; 

He cares not — knowing death will shortly cast« 

A dark oblivien o'er the fitful past. 

Mailed to thie throat with honesty and truth. 

He scorns the brat whose only boast is birth ; 

But should he have to fame or fortune grown. 

He is the same, unchanged — himself alone I 

But as I haste along, let ages roll — 

The record would but harrow up the soul. 

Nought but a nation's groans would rend the air. 

Mingled with scenes of death and dark despair: 

Bondage unmitigated — bleeding slaves — 

The sport of tyrants, and the prev of knaves t 

Plunder and desolation swept the isle, 

Set on by blood-stained Albion's bloodier guile I 

A fettered commerce — Britain's lasting stain— 

Ah ! what damnation to augment her gain ! 

Sprung from the dregs of Europe's roving race. 

Plunder to her was life, but not disgrace ! 

By it she grew and fattened: blood and death. 

Are interwoven with her guilty wreath; 

A generous people's deepest misery 

To her was sport and gladsome revelry ! 

Yes, even now she scoffs at Erin, while 

"She feigns to court her with a hollow smile, 
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Talks kindly to her victim — speaks her peace— 
W!)oii she has plundered her of ev*ry fleece; 
Taken all she had, but virtue's honest flame — 
That she could not — it lives in Erin's name ! 

A transitory ray beamed out a while, 

When Grattan's thunder broke a sleeping isle, 

And wrenched from Britain, Justice which before. 

Had never quit her gay, but blood stained shore ! ^ 

Then Erin's chivalry shone fair and bright. 

Dispelling, for a time, the clouds of night. 

One chain was burst, while nations shout applause 

Smiling, in transport, on old Erin's cause ! 

Long had the nations seen her generous fire 

Glow with abiding flame from sire to sire; 

Long had they felt her might, when surly war 

Drove o'er the ravaged fields her thundering car f 

They saw her prowess; and beheld with pain, 

Her giant arm cramped with a double chain — 

Yea, cramped by her for whom she shed her life — 

First in the fleld and fiercest in the strife ! 

O base Ingratitude ! O vice o'ergrown — 

A demon's self would blush the thing to own 1 

Grattan ! that is a sound I much revere, 
Like Heav'ns own notes it strikes my ravished ear I 
Ah ! first of patriots — noblest of the free — 
There ne'er had been a slave, were all like thee, 
Britain, in vain, had clenched her murderous hand^ 
Or poured the robbers on lUberoia's strand^ 
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l^ismay had burst upon the embattled ho9f» 

And tliey should shed the tear — who meanly boastf 

Son of Hibernia l bright as summer day 

Let glory's lustre round thy mem'ry play; 

And as the living patriot breathes thy name, 

O may his soul imbibe thy pious flame! 

One manly heart of action and of thought 
Whose mighty pith can ne'er be sold or bought, 
For which the touch of gold has no base charm. 
Which neither tools nor tyrants can alarm, 
Whose fixed resolve no force on earth can curb., 
Whose tranquil bosom nothing can disturb^ 
A heart like this aloxe is a vast host — 
Its virtue — action, action without boast. 
Firm as the pillars of yon blue concave — 
You may enchain — you never can enslave, 
Pure rolls its blood within the channels giv'o^ • 
For nobler purposes by generous Heaven: 
The tyrant's arm may doom it to the grave^ 
But it has graced a freeman, not a slave; 
The sons of liberty hail death as gain 
When bondage forges fresh the grinding chain: 
To die is sweet, whcin Freedom sheds her ray^ 
Lighting the traveller to eternal day. 

'Tis true, if e'er a bold and daring foe 
Tread unrevenged, but once upon thy toe 
He'll tread again: man is a tyrant, when 
it« wields the lash uncurbed, o'er fellow racm 
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Resist with force the tyrant's first advance — 

The tyrant cowers before the hero's glance, 

If you delay, the bl©w will be too late — 

A moment's hesitation seals thy fate. 

Strike, Strike — 'tis vain you court that haughty knave, 

Know that the generous only, are the brave: 

Stoop to the foe, he'll grind thee to the dust, 

And pour upon thee like a thunder gust: 

Man has no conscience, when his object's gain — 

Crouch as you may, believe you crouch in vain, 

Aught can advantage, but the bondsman's mien. 

O there are souls of stamp, so heav'nly pure, 

That would the darkest ills of fate endure, 

Ri^ther than truckle to the rich and base. 

And smile complaisant on the tyrant's face: 

These are the seeds of liberty — the roots 

From which spring up fair freedom's blooming shoots^ 

Ah lovely Freedom ! heritage of man, 

To live an age with thee were but a span, 

Sweet as the zephyr's cool and welcome breeze, 

When summer's heat o'erpowers the drooping leaves: 

Sweet as the pious rapture of the heart 

When distant friends unite no more to part; 

Sweet as the thrilling kiss of burning love — : 

Sweet as the music of the saints above. 

Sweet as the mingled chorus of the grove I 

O gi|ard her alter with a vestal zeal, 

There let alone the upright patriot kneel, 

J^ight up her watch-fires o'er each glen and dale — ^ 



34 

Let ether echo round the joyous pea], 

The brightest fields without her are a waste-* 

With her — the men are brave, the women chaste t 

The smiles of peace and comfort mark her tread; 

She shines upon the living and the dead, 

But ah, the curse if once her flame expire, 

Bondage unbroken drops from sire to sire, 

One instant snaps sweet freedom's golden chain-^ 

Ages must roll, e'er it unite again. 

This flash once o'er again the darkness came. 
Choking with clouds of night the generous flame^ 
Not but the mouldering embers, half suppressed^ 
Preserved a glow of fireedom in each breast: 
Columbia's glorious acts of manhood gave, 
A glimpse of hope to every British slave ! 
Inspired By her, France shook her mighty arm, 
And o'er the nations spread a wild alarm. 
On ev'ry breeze the sounds of freedom rung: 
Her noble deeds were rife on ev'ry tongue. 
A steady flame lit up Columbia's shore — 
Such sparkling lights had ne'er shone out before, 
For see, their genial warmth beams o'er a world 
Where e'er the flag of freedom is unfurled! 
Brightening their lustre as the ages rell — 
Shedding fresh glory on the human soul. 
Eternal be the blaze ! O may it pour 
A flood of light on ev'ry darkened shore ! 
The spangled streamer floating in the gale, 
On ev'ry strand^the s«n8 ef freedom kaiU 
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L(Hlg may Columbia's justice, based on RtoHo^^ 
Shed through the tyrants ranks destructive blight^ 
Till mto, FRES mailfin noble grandeur treads 
On that enchanted home, where freedom leads ! 

Bat to proceed: this flash of hope once o'er 

Returning ills but darker scenes restore, 

Imperious Britain, forced to justice, sent 

A sigh of anguish to the Armament, 

She longed once more to forge the chain afresh^ 

And hold her victim in the iron leash. 

A rising commerce^ stung her to the heart: 

Each brightening symptom gave a keener smart. 

Fierce were the pangs that shook her madden'd frame. 

As time removed the stain off Erin's name. 

She gazed with horror on the pleasing scene. 

And wished to Heaven the thing had never been f 

But now it was so— base as he, once driv'n, 

For dark contrivance) from the Court of Heav'n — 

She bent her arts to mar the cheering work: 

Dark machinations in h6r movements lurk: 

Resolv'd at every hazard to disturb 

I'his flush of health, her envy could not curb. 

Why should I now repeat the ills that fell, 

With all the agonizing pains of hell, 

UpoQ a people brave ? why speak aloud, 

^hese hideous scenes of carnage, death and blood 2 

Or if I might, the sad and aching heart 

Would, wUdty, from the frightful record start> 
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Aad, maddening o'er a nations wo, consign 
To execration, Britain's blood-stained line ! 
Breathe curses up to Heav'n, and inly pray 
Upon her head the darkest destiny; 
But let them pass, I even dread to name 
These monstrous acts of Britain*! lasting shame. 

To desparation urged, Hibernia tried 
To snatch that Justice Britain had denied. 
Fired by the voice of freedom all around — 
She quickly caught, she always loved the soun^. 
And, buck'ling on her armour, took the field. 
In honesty and justice firmly steeled. 
Her fate is known — 'twas what it ought to be, 
When men divide, who fight for liberty ! 
But it was mournful, yea, it was severe. 
It from the patriot wrung the bitter tear. 
Methinks I see her yet, panting for breath. 
While in the deadly struggle, courting death, 
All brood and dust, and lo, her firm-knit brow 
Not looking tranquil confidence as now. 
But curling with the madness of despair — 
See, see her flaming eyeballs lasting glare — 
Hark with what rage she drives the broken lance, 
While murd'rous tumult fills the broad expanse, 
She reelfr— she falls — she pants, Q piteous fitc. 
She bites the gory dust— it is too late ! 
Britania's bloody flag floats ev'ry where, 
Aid^unds of vict'ry riiif the sbuddering ear. 
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Erin, never did you look so bright, 
Though hot and bloody from the deadly fight; 
Though gashes deep and dire, thick cleft thy frame-— 
These were the wounds of honor, not of shame ; 

1 loved thee then, thy martial air to me. 
Spoke, clear as day, thy future destiny; 
For though thy foes had riveted the chain; 
They ne'er could say you tamely bore the stain. 
I love thee still-^thou art my earthly home, 
Among thy sainted hiUs I joy to roam. 

O when I cease to love thee, this my frame 
Most speed to the Creator, whence it came, 
Tou never bowed your neck a willing slare— 
Thy foes themselves are forced to own thee brave. 
True, bondage was thy curse, as 'tis thy hate: 
But who can chide with God, or rail at fate ! 
A world indignant marks thy load of grief. 

Millions of bosoms pant for thy relief 

The sympathy of nations yes, you have 
I he fervent aspirations of the brave, 
Tis true, there are who hate thy sturdy raee, 
But these the grov'ling only and the base — 
Men born in every clime, "whose only thought 
Is self— -is pelf, how things are sold and bought. 
The fag ends of humanity ,the dregs, 
As rank as amorous goats, or rotten eggs, 
'Tis sEFABiATioN, whcn such men applaud^ 
Give them a fee they'll scandalize their God. 

But let me on: Britannia fixed her aims. 
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In cruel guile, to light rebellion's flames, 
Successive schemes of perfidy were used, 
A generous people's confidence abused. 
Each subtle snare of treachery was meant, 
To plunder Erin of her Parliament. 
Craft-taught, she could her objects easiest reach, 
TD~spidi|g a BfiNE anci walk in by the breach^ 
To rouse the fears of some, to bribe the rest — 
Here, here her villainy stands forth confessed! 
So, brutal eamage o'er she seized the time. 
To strike the blow^ crime urging on to crime ! 
Corruption was the weapon-— gold the fee, 
These were the price of giorioos liberty ! 
This, this the blight whose foul and withering breath 
CoBsigaed a nation's honor to the death ! 
A nation's honor ! No, ft was but a part— 
A few base ruffians rotten to the heart: 
Who, spuming characler, worth, glory^ fame 
Sxtingubhed honor in their Country's shame f 
A load of guilt hangs o'er the Dwmr pack, 
Bankly of guilt their tainted offspring smack ! 
Time can't wipe out the Uot — its lasting stain, 
Runs in the blood — corrupts the placid vein, 
The STAR or.ooRONET may make them shine, 
But taint and treason runs ak>ng the line. 

A price was promised too— Hwas never giv'B 
That act of shame is registered in Heaven 1 
Blush, Britain blush — that crime is all thy owft, 
By such thou hast to wealtb^and fatness grown f 
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Ah ! sated Britain, hang thj guilty head, 
Count o'er the wretched millions that have bte'd. 
By thee and thine, and if there be a blush, 
Within thy frame, thep let it swiftly rush 
Upon thy greasy cheek, a groaning Isle 
Would, for that blush return a placid smile; 
For it would tell a virtuous thrill — a glow 
Of shame, which your base actions never show. 

The aged strampety worn by lost and time^ 
Now prematurely sinking undercrime; 
Averts her sickly eye to firownfasg Ilettv*i!/ 
And, though uncsangbo, still hq>es to MrTorgiT'ii ! 
So, bloated Britain, Europe's crafty dame— 
Hogging^tn secret still the goihy flame, 
Feigns arepentenee, hoHow, filse and tile. 
While sad destruction couches in bersmiie I 

Nations like men areoft^ the sport of fete. 
It must be so, white men compose a stat6; 
A change incessant moves along the deep, 
And they, which now rejoice, may shortly weepi 
Nothing on earth is fixed; one shott lived hour — ' 
Tumult may rage or threat'ning tempests lower. 
Empires, like Mankind, grow but to decay, 
To-morrow sinks the bark, that floats to day. 
Justice on Wisdom based can only guide, 
A nation's safety down the swelling tide. 
She who would court the smooth, propitious gale, 
Hust crowd the breeze of mercy in her sail; 
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And shape her course, as shifting manners guide--* 
If so, she speeds her smoothly o*er the tide I 
'Tis thrift and virtue make the nations bloom; 
Crime and corruption, sink them to the tomb. 
A nation's baseness, is a nation's shame; 
A nation's virtue, b her only fame ! 

Another effort yet» Hibernia made. 
But ere the deed was ripe, she was betrayed ! 
Her hopes were lost; her bright'ning prospects gone; 
And she wa« doomed to mourn her fate alone. 
One general groan of anguish rent the sky. 
And ev'ry bosom heaved the touching aigh ! 
The scaffold's terrors were fier only balm-— 
The troopers midnight tread, her only calm ! 
Her own foul children nerved the foeman's arm, 
And craven traitors round their tyrants swarm f 
O guilt of Hell ! O reptile sons of earth — 
Erin now blushes that she gave you birth ! ■ 
' The patriot scowls upon you with disdain — 
Ah ! N^vEA can you wipe away that stain. 

Then, then, some mighty spirits took their flight 
To realms of bliss, and scenes of endless light ! 
The stern Fitzgerald — brave and firm of heart, 
Whose pious rapture quenched the burning smart, 
Winged his bright track through ether to the sky — 
His name is here — that name shall never die ! 

Qreat Emmett — ^lord of soul and manhood too, 
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Who, iike a God, to aid his Country fleW; 
And stood unawed, the victim of the damned. 
While from his eje the fire of freed<mi flamed ! 
The op'ning tomb to bim no terrore bifooght, 
Firm to the death, he elaimed the right of thought 4 
The tyrant's scowl but armed bis manly soul; 
A man himself, he spumed a shwe*s control ! 
The 8caffi>ld is his pUe — he bravely dies, 
Here lives his fame — his soul in yonder skies ! 

So, Athens' mighty sage, unshaken stood, 

And smiled with scorn on those who sought bia blood; 

With calm indifference disdained to cower 

Submissive to the tools of guilty powers 

In holy fervour, quaffed the fatal bowl. 

And died exulting in a sinless soul I 

'T were vain to raise the monumental stone 
His merits shine upon the heart alone 
That fadeless wreath of glory far outlives 
The puny fame that brass or marble gives ! 
His is the tribute of a broken sigh, 
A burning tear lAed from a nation's eye; 
Enrolled on mem'ry's consecrated page 
His name defies the power of wasting age! 
Time may for ages o'er his verdant grave. 
In idle pomp his dusty pinions wave. 
Yet he shall live as pure, as fresh, as bright. 
As shines that Sun wra{^d up in silver light t 
Hearsed in a people's LovBiet him recline — 
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A worthj tenant ior sogrett a shrine! 
Let gratltade algae adora h^ tomb: j . 
And wild flowers flourish in pei^petntl Hooa^ 
When CBINOIN0 tbaitois lisp his hxAy naae^ 
Ah ! let their cheeks display the Uush of ahamc^ 
And should the tyrant wake a nation's ire 
O be it then a tatisman of fire. 

Peace rest upon the ashes of the dead, 
O may they sleep in peace that nobly bled« 
A tyrant's wrath it bounded by the grave** 
That is the last asyloa of the slave, 
A house of refuge to thefefty brave* 
The soul, unchained from earthy is free to roan 
Vu fettered in its bright and sunny home ! 
Ttie star of glory on the patriot's breast, 
Sinks with him to the torab^it cheers his rest I 
)Ia> those * whose exiled feet tread other shores^ 
AJoii^ whose outstretched wings Atlantic roars^ 
HVr ipt in the sweets of freedom, calm repose, 
Till death his sable shroud around them throws: 
Thr n borne aloft, in mingled voices raise 
A universal shout of rapturous praise. 

How wenderful is man— -of soul bow great f 
What glorious actions from him emanate! 
Shidow of God below— his nice-wrought frame 
Bespeaks his destiny — chains speak his shame. 
Lord of this globe and tenant too: his life 
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With ills and dark vicissitude is tifc I 

Child of necessity; through hope and fear^ 

He runs the circle of each rolling year. 

Time rushes headlong: yet he cannot stay 

Its rapid course, or snatch a single day. 

But now a nation's idol — it may chance 

To-morrow's sun shall light hrs soul from hence: 

Yet he is great: his mighty intellect 

Can narrowly the works of God inspect: 

Trace its Creator through his vast domain 

Where harmony and love in union reign: 

Plunge through a labyrinth of curious art. 

And nature's mysteries to time impart: 

Career to Heav'n^ and scan the ethereal dome. 

Where suns are thick, and flaming comets roam i 

No baqrier stays the ardour of his flight, 

Through daarkness drooping — soaring high in light I 

Death to his soul cannot destruction give— 

*Tis true he dies, but only dies tc live 1 

But as I haste^-this scene of carnage o'er. 
And Erin soaked in seas of patriot gore; 
Wild notes of anguish broke the midnight still; 
And harrowing tortures ev'ry bosom fill ! 
The Father mourns a son — ^the mother's sigh. 
For butchered children, rends the quiv'ring skyf 
Deep notes of sorrow ring through evVy vale- 
Sounds of distress are borne on ef'ry gale. 
The h^ary patriot kneeling on his grave, 
Weeps o'er hie child— his child no more a slave 1 
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And, looking up to Heav'u, longs for the dty^ 
When he shall quit thi'^ tenement of clay; 
And borne to mansions oi eternal joy 
Join the bright hosts, and join his darling boy ! 
With hastening time, these waitings die away^ 
Fathers but weep, and pious mothers pray: 
A death-like stillness reigns o'er all the isle — 
Hu&hed is the maiden's song — suppressed her smilt. 

Unbroken was the tyrant's arm — his tread. 
Was loud and hostile o'er the fallen dead: 
And reptile traitors too — O shame of hell ! 
The demon shout of exultation swell. 
Britain, now gorged with carnage, used her aih^ 
To sow foul discord in Hibernia's heart: 
Pluck'd from the past the record of a name— 
Infused fresh poison to augment the shame; 
Tore ope the healing wounds to bleed anew — 
Let loose on Erin's shore a blood-hound crew; 
Smiled on cool massacre, and lent her hand 
To spread destruction o'er the groaning land. 
No machiavelian scheme was left untried— 
With blood and death, the blighted fields were died 
She countenanced the petty tyrant's guile, 
And on the ruffian bent her fatal smile, 
The brand of discord lit her flaming path. 
And by her side trudged on the God of wrath, 
But why protract the record ? ev'ry land 
'Know well these facts— the> sound on ev'rj staad f 
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A virtuous people though insulted, strove^ 

For blackest perfidy, to render love! 

Hibernia, brave as generous, nobly trod, 

The righteous path prescribed to her by God. 

Firm and unawed,she pressed her honest claim, 

Though Britain, forced to justice, sought her shame! 

The chain, that galled so long, to atoms broke 

Erin to life and liberty awoke — 

To liberty ! O yes, but of that kind 

Which dogg'd and bar r'd, still leaves a sting behind. 

In that great struggle for her rights^ there 's onb. 
Whose tow'ring virtues stand unmatched — alone4 
Friend to the poor, and champion of the slave — 
Firm to his trust — though coaxed to be a knave I 
A nation's blessings a«e his best renown— 
O may he wear unstained, the civic crown ! 
Loved and adored, his actions speak his name — 
A people's idol, and the heir of fame. 

Ah ! noble Erin, while the faithless foe 

Aimed, at thy life, the dark perfidious blow ; 

For her thy gallant sons profusely bled, 

And on her name a burst of glory shed! 

Thy blood for her was poured on flood and field — 

For when thy champions strike, the foemen yield. 

Where war's hoarse thunder shake the embattled plain. 

There thy fierce youth immortal laurels gain. 

Brave to defend, and skilful to command, 

Their generous blood has water'd ev'ry strand- 
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On Britain's brows, the wreaths that glittering shine, 
If justly shared — the half were fully thine! 
In war her fortress, and in peace her jest ; 
Not needed, spurned, when needed, then caress'd. 
Ground to the dust, the tyrant mocks thy {Jight, 
And, though her offspring, feigns to loathe its sight! 
She hates the« Erin, and she fears thee too — 
Thy future prospects cloud her sickly view: 
She dreads the lustre of thy brilliant parts. 
And tampering, scowls and flatters thee by starft. 
But the dark hour will pass: and yet thy name 
Shall sweBrnfireih the thrillinl; mirop of fame! 

'Tis Pebsbtuaiicc stamps a people'^ worth. 
And gives the rights of fitfemeii prosperous bifthr. 
It is a sterling virtue in the brave ; 
Shatters the gaUiog fetters of the slave — 
Presides o'er great events — auspicious steers 
The dubious soul as shifting prospect veers! 
Nerved with its force, the grasping patriot know^ 
Time will, at last, the grand result disclose. 
Peath's terrors can't its constant purpose damp-— 
No force on earth its silent labours cramp ! 
Ah ! perseverance is a solid good : 
What has its gentle violence withstood ? 
'Tie grandeur's origin, and glory's bjase, 
Proving to man his heavenly birth and race ! 

END OF CANTO II. 
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CANTO III. 

But sink the past : — a mercenary corpt 

Of lieeiuied murderers, cloud Hibernia's 8h(»e : 

Against these harpies justice can't avail— 

For why ? — the ruffian's are without her pale ! 

Drilled spies of Britain — mean and dastard 

To whose base acts, the fiends themselves give plaee-««» 

A host of petty tyrants, crowd her soil, 

Who, pampered, fatten on the wretches toil ! 

Themselves the tools of tyrants, and the slaves— 

They gentlemen! O yes, if such are knaves ! 

Their fawning creatures crawl beneath their tread-^ 

By Heavens ! I've often wished these wretches dead ! 

So servile, so debased their lowly gait, 

To lumps of fellow-clay, with wealth elate ; 

To bk>ated idiots — born to sport their day, 

Then rot forgotten in their native clay ! 

Erin ! from thy servility awake — • 

E'en NOW thy prison hinges hoarsely creak ! 
Arouse thee, Erin— shake thy mighty arm ; 
And. by one blow, the tyrant's schemes disarm ! 
Be but thyself ! stand firmly on thy claim — 
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Aiootfirom thine eye the patriot's mtddening flame . 

Stand up before thy foe: and fiercely scowl 

Upon the wolves that on thy vitals prowl! 

1/V ring justice from thy tyrants ! dash the cup 

Of adulation from thy manly lip ! 

Look to thy destiny, and i)ow no more— - 

hm Freedom be thy universal roar! 

Reflect, that to be free, you must be just; 

And cringing reptiles ifom thy presence thriMt/ 

On, Erin, on ;*— ^the ghosts of millions dead* 

Who sacrificed their lives for thee, and bled* 

Hover upon thy mountain tops to hear. 

The echo of thy freedom's lusiy c eer; 

O rouse -thee, Erin, rouse ti)ee — ^no delay— 

Arise and snatch thy glorious destiny ! 

Behold yon bark, careering on the floods- 
She bears for thee anothek bill of blood i 
Is this the last ? G no, Hibernia, no, 
A mortal vengeance rales thy tyrant fi)e. 
Iler own rude boars, may confl^ration spread^ 
No bill of blood shall thunder' o'er their head : 
Her own dull clowns may snitch the midnight :fafiad| 
She calmly plucks the wcdpoo from their hand. 
With thee, 'tis otherwise, tormented, wild, 
C heated « deceived, distracted and beguiled. 
Thy throes of anguish that require a balm, 
The bay 'nets gentle mercy sooths to calm I 
This is thy tyrant's tender pity, this 
Her soothing smile of k>ve— ^^her. Judaa' kifs ! 
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Tfibernia knaw that Britain h\tbs thy nanue ; 
Thy genius moves her grudge — thy plight her aha 
Manhood alone can pluck you from her grasp— 
'Tis dangerous to tamprr with the asp ! 
Erin, if ere you know Britannia yield 
Except when forged to justice — when compelled — 
Then trust her : she will stab thee to the heart, 
And feel a thrill of pleasure at thy smart. 
No, no, you cannot win her love : 'tis rain- 
She '11 aggravate, not mitigate thy pain ! 
Britain loves those, that frpedom's swords unsheath, 
And shake their flaming gauntlets in her teeth. 
Stand up Hibernia — look her in the face — 
You have no stain — all, all is her disgrace ! 
Erin, majestic in thy weeds ! look bright — 
Thy sun shall yet dispel the clouds of night ! 
Begin at home : bow not your neck to slaves— 
Let those who do, crawl sneaking to their graves. 
Frown on thy petty tyrants ; there are they, 
Who on thy very life-blood greedy prey ! 
These are thy curse Hibernia : this vile host 
Have all thy noble schemes of freedom crossed. 
O, spurn them, Erin, spurn ihem from thy sight — 
They are the base born slaves of bell and night ! 

Where is thy Constitution, Britain ? What 
Nice boundaries define the spurious brat ? 
Your Parliament can drive through it — a Grey 
Can tear it into shreds, as rotten hay; 
^here is thy CoiKstitution? you have none 
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No, Britain, no-*you have the name alone f 1 ^^ 

A blest uncertainty when people can't 1 ^ 

Know what they have, and therefore what they unmi I I ^ 

A glorious latitude, when public knaves * ^ 

Can burst through fundamental laws: when slaTes 

Are made by act of Parliament ! 'tis fine, 

And yet these sluggard Britons are supine ! 

Their malice blinds them — Erin is the butt — 

The thing is right — they can their vengeance glut ! 

A Constitution broken — what is that 7 

The dark damnation falls alone on Pat ! 

But mark ! ere half a century runs its round, 

Britain shall weep that deed ; when ev'ry sound 

Proclaims a shattered empire - freedom's nod> 

Shall meet her eye, ascending to her God! 

Britain, re-gorge the talent Erin gave, 
And if you can't be just, try and be brave I 
l^he brightest star that glitters in thy crown — 
The fairest wreath that circles thy renown. 
Was won thee by a son of Erin ! she 
Has bled in streams to give thee victory ! 
Thy senate dazzled with her brilliant wit, 
Have owned a Burke superior to a Pitt, 
Pitt was but froth — Burke was philosophy — 
Hence he is read, and studied at this day; 
From him thy witlings glean their axioms, and 
His wisdom sheds a lustre on thy land ! 
Why name that little host of literature — 
9wiil, Goldsmith, Sheridan, and Moore. 
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Shegare thee too, thy academic Shee — 
A ^^elliugton, a Canning, — Castler<jagh ; 
The last, a cut-throat of the darkest hue — 
He cut his own — he cut his country's too ! 
These but a few, a host of mii^hty dead 
Have io thy service shown, or nobly bled \ 

Ah, Britain, hang thy head nnd blush — thy hand 

Has sown distraction o'er her groaning land, 

Look at the damning nature of thy deed — 

How many helpless wretches pine and bleed ! 

Be GRATEFUL, Britain — own thy guilty zeal 

Sheathe, sheathe in peace, that murderous crimson steel; 

All is thy work, Britannia: all, all, all — 

Thy hideous crimes to Heav'n incessant caH. 

Millions breathe curses to the list'ning sky — 

Crash'd by thy arm, whole myriads pining die. 

A frowning world beholds thy vile career — ^ 

The Russian monster is thy base compeer! 

Poland and Erin sound in every land; 

Poland and Erin patriot tears demand. 

But see, yon toiling moon speeds from our sight 
To shed on other shores her scanty light: 
I must be brief, and hastening to my btar,^ 
Wind up yon sparkling steep my flaming car. 

Abrupt she ceased. I saw her then advance^ 

And lookmg to the Wi:sr, thrice wave her lance; 

But as I bent, my anxious eye to see, 

5* 
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Bebold, the Genius fixed her gaze on me. 

My soul within me shrinking, thrilled with awe, 

'Till on her face the placid smile £ saw. 

A gentle fortitude stole o'er my frame — 

A flush of fire divine — a glorious flame, 

I felt like one inspired*— so exquisite 

Were the sensations of extreme delight; 

A pious tumult swelled within my breast — 

A god-like rapture — words can't tell the rest. 

She thus — Proud son of earth, that never bent 

Thy soul to tyrant man; or basely lent 

Thy hand to mar thy country's bright'ning fame — 

Kneel not — stand up^to kneel is shame! 

One only owns that duty at thy hand — 

The tear of sympathy is my demand; 

That on mine altar you have often shed, 

I've seen thy sparkling eyeballs fiery red. 

I know thy lofiy heart — 'tis half a god's — 

It swells with fury, when the tyrant nods. 

O be it incorruptible! I claim 

Immortal man,* one half thy rising fame. 

The harp of Tara hangs in yonder hall — 

Go, snatch it down — it decks yon mould'riug wall. 



*lf the reader feel any pleasure in reading these verses, he must not 
aafTer it to degenerate into disgust, by the apparent egotism and poetical 
apotheosis they seem to con^y; but concede something to the irresist- 
ible impulse of the Muse, who is not always under the management 
of the bit! 



Strike the bold martial strains of days gone by, 

When minstrels warmed the soul to victory! 

Let Erin's name ring o'er a wond'ring globe; 

From Britain pluck her bright, but blood stain'd robe! 

Already have the soft notes of the lyie. 

Awoke the mellow songster's sprightly fire: 

He whose sweet numbf^rs roll upon the ear, 

As murmuring rills of crystal, and as clear. 

How oft, while hov'ring o'er yon cliffs I stray, 

I seize my harp, and strike the thrilling lay! 

But HE abides within another land — 

His HOME is now upon another strand. 

Go, take yon harp^o'er Swilly's muddy stream, 

While lightly floating in the bright sun-beam, 

By Letterkenny's deep and fertile plain, 

I'll bend my ear, to catch the rising strain; 

Strike deep the notes, and let them swelling rise, 

In thrilling accents to the weeping skies! 

She ceas'd, — and touched me with her crystal hand, 

E'en with the touch I felt my soul expand — 

But soon receding — quickly up on high, 

With eager speed she bent her flaming eye — 

A wild commotion fluttered all around, 

And through the air was heard a rustling sound: 

But ere I could the reason turn to see, 

Lo! by the Genius' side, stood Liberty. 

And furling in her wings of loveliness^ 

Impressed upon uer cheek a burning kise. 

Then, kindling with a flnsh of tender love, 
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Addressed tlie Genius thus — I was ahov< 
Far up in slender ether, stvinnnin^ o'er 
The broad Atlnntic's dark and distant shore. 
No little troubled for Columbia's fame, 
And trembling for thk ciLORY of her name, 
Wiien, from the East, I shw thee wave thy lance. 
And quickly sped across the wide expanse — 
Say, lovely Genius, what disturbs thy rest, 
Or what fresh agitation heaves thy breast? 

Fair Goddess — Genius said — dueen of the brave, 
O'er th-it proud shore I saw thy pinions wave, 
Much interested for my charming isle, 
Which soon would bloom if you would only smile: 
O'er the great deep I beckon'd thee to conic, 
And view the glories of my earthly homo. 
Stretch thy keen gaze afar o'er hill and dale — 
O'er verdant steep, and daisy covered vale; 
►•^ee chrystal streams in gentle murmurs flow- 
Health and robustness universal glow. 
No poisonous reptile crawls upon this earth, 
This sainted soil gives no foul monsters birth. 
Except indeed the treacherous and the base — 
The slaves of slaves, and harpy slaves of place! 
The bracing air salubrious nimbly floats 
O'er verdant meads, and fields of golden oats. 
Nature is rich, and pours her copious store; 
In vast abundance, on the thrashing floor 
Through deep, sequestered bowers your pathways stray, 
Float o'er the peak, or bang on ocean's spray; 
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No burning van shall check thy airy flight — 
No insect discord break the still of night. 

'Tis true the reeking cot may meet > our eye, 
Whose wretched hue shall stir a burning sigh. 
The squalid mendicant may here and there, 
Shed o'er your cheek the sympathetic tear; 
But ah! these are the curse of Britain's crime — 
These cannot stain the soul, or taint the clime. 
Look o'er yon distant vallies, and you'll see 
Redundant wealth and plenteous luxury; 
You'll hear the bustling sounds of busy men, 
Reverbrate through ^v'ry vale and glen. 
And this not all; the hearts that crowd this shore. 
Are frank and generous to the very core; 
Their warmest aspirations are fpr thee— 
Next to their God, they love you, Liberty! 
Ah, come and beam on this forgotten isle-*- 
Shed o'er the smiling fields thy cheering smile: 
I cannot more— you know what J would say — 
Consent, fair queen,— O come, sweet Liberty! 

The Genius ceas'd — and thus the Queen replied: 
To this fair land, bright nymph, I've oflen hied; 
Before Britannia shook her bloody spear, 
I've went and come, and held my lovees here. 
No spot more favor'd on this rolling globe, 
Than ancient Erin's green and mossy robo ! 
I loved the kindling ardour of her race — 
i felt the rapture of her warm embrace : 
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I knew the tender chords that knit her frame — 

I saw the fieiy tumult of her flame. 

F^er struggles too I marked with anxious dread — 

I've often wept when lovely Erin bled ! 

But more than vain — in this I have no choice — 

When I depart, 'tis done by Heaven's voice. 

Reluctantly I quit your much loved isle — 

On it, till Heaven approve, I cannot smile : 

But from the fates unsealed in yonder sky, 

I heir it buzzed about, the time is nigh, 

When I shall huve a message from the King, 

VV ill make the tingling ears of Britain ring ; 

Who boasts my presence on her blood stained soil, 

Though from her shores, 1, shuddering, recoil ! 

Know, nympth herene, my smile is only given 
To suffering nations by the nod of Heaven. 
'Tis FKAKLKss VALOUR GAixs that gracious nod, 
Awaking pity from the throne of God ! 
A people to be free, must too be brave- 
Heaven eyes with bitter scorn, the wii^ling slave : 
All are mnde free — man should not wear a chain — 
It fixes on the throne above a stain ! 
The blood that patriots pour out when they die, 
Rises as sweetest incense to the sky ! 
* Life, without freedom, is the darkest blot, 

* Let not these linea be understood as applying to any other thaa 
JSatk^nal relations, or. if you »vill. Interna rioFj^^? . Our enthusiasm 
for liberty dors not urjrf* us to contribute to the excitement of cumadfe 
and i.'iassHCie ! This nMnirk may suifive to check the broad grin of- 
the pseudo-philaxiihrDjjist. 
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That clondfl the lustre of an earthly lot. 
A nation's freedom is a nation's w :'k — 
So, Greece escaped the fetters of the Turk: 
So, ALL must butst their chains, that v^^ish to be 
As God designed them, brafe, untrammelled, freb 

But I must speed me to Columbia back, 
O'er old All mtic's dirk and devioud track. 
There now .tn ai(cd < yrant reigns at will, 
Wielding the sceptre with a despot*s skill. 
He is the puppet of a plundering hoard, 
fiy whom he is caressed, flattered, adored ! 
He holds a nation's purse strings in his hand. 
And scowls defiance o'er the trembling land ! 
His harpies fatten on a people's teil-^- 
They idolize the fool, to..eize the spoil i 
Corruption gathers fast on every side. 
And flows upon the nation like a tide. 
The people's servduts ckingb !/efore this god, 
And bow, in base submission to lii*i nod ! 
One tate alone, has never bowed her neck, 
In adulation to the tyrant's beck : 
She only keeps the ancient Spartan fire 
That flamed in Sr^vRNTv- ix from sire to sire i 
Firm on the justice of her rigltts, she stands — 
A beacon light of hope to other lands 
Tis Carolina, generous ns she's brave 
She'll never crawl the »-nrth a trucicling slare 
There Liberty «ull find a home, or grave. 
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Columbia's honor stird my anxious dread — 
Columbia, who so bravely fought and bled^ 
Should subtle traitors pluck her laurels dowa^ 
And plant upon her brow an iron crown; 
The hops of suffering nations sinks at •nee, 
And pointless drops to earth the Areeraan's lance 
E*en now her fundamental laws are rent — 

may the tyrant that foul deed repent. 

Her bill of blood — the work of fawning knavea — 
A mingled crew of sycophants and slaves — 
Clings to her statute book — a foul disgrace — 
The foulest stain that blurs her manly race ! 
'T was Andrew's minions, cowering to his beck« 
In serrile drudgery, bent their slavish neck : 
Stabb'd at the instrument by sages made 
And in the dust a Constitution laid I 
Of that vile herd a name must not be lost — 
Posterity shall curse the cringing host. 

1 must away : these ills demand redress-^ 

I feel much m^re than words can now express ; 
But I shall labor with incessant care 
Her tatter'd Constitution to repair — 
Aided by Carolina's favorite son, 
Whose wreath of glory is already won ! 

Sweet nymph, take comfort, Erin yet shall wav« 
Her golden sceptre o'er the free and brave: 
Her sons may yet look proudly to the sky^ 
^ And fill with pomp a glorious destiny ; 
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NatkMM^ not conqaered^ fall by luxury, 
Think deep on this and rouse thy drooping hearty 
Britain shall one day feel the poignant smart« 
Shoot through her rotten core, a scorching flame, 
Shall shake with harrowing stings, her bloated fram^. 
'T is Erin's to prepare and seize the chance- 
When wounded Britain drops her broken lance. 
A nation's tow 'ring grandeur speaks its fall<— > 
^T is nature's course — 'tis that of man-^f all. 
A people's energies developing. 
Rise with a steady, firm, unbroken wing ! 
See HERE, the wisdom of short-sighted roan, 
Shaping, with blinded rage, the fatal plan : 
Erin may yet rejoice at Britain's guile — 
You understand — I thank thee for that smile I 

But ere I go, fair Genius, take this lay- 
It is a lover's gift from Liberty ; 
And when upon that harp you wake the strain. 
Think of this interview, this time and scene ! 
May*be, sweet nymph, 'tis Heaven's supreme decre 
^hatl should wing my way soon back to thee ; 
But e'en if not, the distance is not far, 
O'er the Atlantic wheel your airy car. 
On Alleghany's loRiest peak I hold 
My court in hall of air and light enrolled ; 
But as I now must hast'ning speed through space, 
I snatch the parting kiss, the due embrace. 

She said, and swifl as light'ning, o'er the deep 

With magic speed, her brilliant pinions sweeps 

The Genius turned her eye upon the scroll, 
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/hieh shone more clear as her fair hands unroll ; 
Then, gazing for an instant on the theme ; 
There lit up in her eye a brilliant beam 
Of sparkling joj. Her harp was soon unstrung. 
And thrilling f^ympbony through sether rung. 
Wit held the scroll — the Genius struck the lay, 

't was the very soul of melody. 

1 caught the accents as the Genius sang, 
For clear and bright her vocal accents rang * 

Awake thee, Hibernia, awake ! 

Sprin£[ up from the lair of thy shame, 
In fragments thy manacles break — 

Arouse thee, Hibernia to fame ! 
*T is Liberty calls thee to life : 

She calls thee, fair Erin, to love-- 
Dash headlong through tumult and strife— 
The message is sent from above, 
Ring heaven, ring earth. 
At Liberty's birth, 
See Erin awakes her to love ! 

Ah, soil of the frank and the brave— 

Slicke from thee these fetters that clank. 
You .i.ver >vere made for a slave, 

Enroll thee in Liberty's rank ! 
Arise, my brave Erin, arise— 

The hour of thy destiny's nigh: 
Thy name shall yet thrill in the skies. 

And '^well the sweet chorus on hiorh ! 
Rini^ heaven, rin;T earth, 
At Liberty's birth — 
*oe Erin ascend to the skv ? 



68 



Arouse, from thy slumber, arouse ! 
Fulfil the desires of thv God; 
Then glory shall rest on thy brows, 
And echoing nations applaud ! 
Strike home to the heart of the tyrant— 

^v hat matters an ocean of blood ? 
For millions of heroes now pant, 

To pour out their life in a flood ! 
Thrill heaven, thrill earth, 
At Liberty's birth- 
Erin yet shall be free as she should ' 

Hibernia, to honor I call thee— 

I call thee to dwell with the brave ; 
From slavery's fetters to flee. 

Or sink to thy home in the grave ! 
Strike, strike, for Jehovah's sweet smile 

Is kindling towards thee in love— 
O build up but slavery's pile. 

And fire shall descend from above ! 
Thrill heaven, thrill earth, 
At Liberty's birth — 
See Erin awakes her to love ! 

Behold yon bright meteor in Heaven ! 

It points thee the path to renown- 
Go snatch it, for thee it is givea ; 

And leads on to liberty's crown I 
A lustre shall beam from thine eye. 

As pure as the ray of the morn : 
Tbe angels shall drop from on high, 
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7o gt^e on thy glory when bori> f 

Ring heaven » ring earth, 

At Liberty*8 birth — 
Bark ! Erin is sounding her bom > 

Bibemia I Hihemia! on, on^ 

The tumalt is raging afar— 
Hie off to the battle — ^begone ? 

The welkin is sounding with war ! 
Strike, strike, at the heart of the tyrant*— ' 

But now his blood flows on his grave !* 
See, see, how the warriors pant — 

Hark ! hark ! 't is the shout of the bra?e f 
Ring heaven, ring earth. 
At Liberty's birth— 
For Erin is no more a slave ! 

The last sweet notes scarce died upon her tongue^ 
When o'er the nymph a glittering chariot hung ! 
Its spangling beauty so o ercome my sight, 
I yielded to the lustre of its light ! 
Two winged steeds of clear and snowy hue, 
IJndogg'd by trappings, this fair chariot drew: 
I snatch'd a glance — ^the effort gave me paia-^ 
I tried to look once more, but tried in vain. 

Her harp replaced, the Genius, smiling, said 
Mortal ! ere long you'll number with the dead, 
But ere that hour shall come, you must to me, 
Awake the notes of cheering liberty, 
I Br>w roust leave you, but be firm and true- 
I give my spirit and my fire to you, 
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Farewell. This saiil, herself and brilliant Uain^ 
Mounted in floods of light to air again ! 
I could not gaze — I hung my head and wept, 
But o'er my senses soon a chillness crept ; 
Andy wiping off a tear, I raised my eye — 
Lo I universal darkness clouds the sky ! 
d^he moon had sunk beyond the western flood. 
While o'er the east still hangs that arch of blood ! 
Blaeky dark, and lowering hung the pendant clouds, 
And moping nature lay in sable shrouds ! 

Alone, deserted, shudd'ring, torn with griefs 
I, in a burst of anguish, sought relief ; 
But as the b|tter wailing from me broke, 
Lo! roiling on my couch in pain — ^I woke ! 
Then, starting wildly, gazed around ; but ?ain--» 
No lovely Genius met my eye again ! 
The lamp still flickered dimly as before-** 
I sunk upon my knees— but ah— no more ! 
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MINOR PIECES. 



MINOR PIECE!*. 



COLUMBIA: 
Quo^ quo, sceksH rtdtis f 

Columbia ( Colambia ! the wreath of thy glofy, 

That shone with such beautiful lustre but now» 
Has sunk to its lair in the blot of thy story : 

And left a dark Atain on thy once sparkling brow ! 
Ah, black was the day that bespoke that disaster, 

And base was the traitor that wielded the knife ; 
And cursed was the hour as it rolled along faster, 

That dimmed that bright ray in the bk)od of thy life ! 

Thy tomb is a voitex as deep as the ocean — 

The seeds of destruction are wrapped in thy creed ; 
Tour march to the grave is a wild, random motion^— 

A fathomless gulf yawns beneath thee, indeed ! 
Could thousands that bled on the steps of thine altar-** 

Who, shroudftd in glory, repose in the dust — 
But see how their craven descendants now falter, 

They back from mortality's fetters would burst ! 

Then tyrants and minions — the slaves of ambition — 

Should cower, abashed, 'fore the scowl of the brave : 

And justice would doom the vile tools to perdition, 
Who fix'd 00 Columbia, the badge of a.slare I 
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Columbia! Columbia ! the notes of thy sadness, 

Shall yet break deep toned on the still of the night. 

When time shall disclose the foul glare of thy madness. 
And purge the thick scum from thy organs of sight ! 

The reptiles, which, fat with thy spoils and thy plunder. 

Crawl recklessly on in the slime of thy shame, 
Shall yet be aroused by the peals of thy thunder, 

And weep tears of blood o'er the wreck of thy fame f 
For O can it be that the fire of thy sages. 

Has died when it lived in the souls of the brave ? 
lias glory expired, which emblazoned thy pages — 

Must Liberty's home, be the home of the slave ? 

fiat now the gay monarchs of Europe are smiling, 

And hail the First Andrew a bird of their flock ; 
They see the Republiran tyrant beguiling, 

At ease un appalled by the axe or the block t 
A cloud of sweet incense ascends to his highness. 

Who sways, with such lustre, the democrat throne — 
A sameness of feeling has banished all shyness ; 

Fraternal affection has soflened its tone ! 

Columbia* I own when the hirelings of power, 

Re-echo their plaudits across the blue wave ; 
I look out appalled for the birth of that hour — 

When tyrants ihall tread o'er the tombs of the brave. 
When DESPOTS and princes thy praises are chaunting — 

Ah, birth place of freedom thy lustre must fade; 
The MEN that dare rescue thee now are found wanting—^ 

The axe to the root of thy grandeur is laid ! 
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Hail Andrew the First ! who can now boast a nation — 

The founders but knit by a federal tie ; 
Who plunged in the vortex of consolidation, 

The only sure basis of sweet Liberty. 
The laurels that wayed on the brows of the "Aero" 

Are stained with the loathsome disgrace of that crime: 
He now may be called the republican "Nero," 

Whose name shall be damned on the records of time 

Go on ! idolize the high priest of thy calling — 

Bow down and adore the old tyrant — thy god ! 
Behold how thy parasite minions are falling, 

And kiss, in subjection, young slavery's nod ! 
Ah ! where is the spirit that worked thee to action 

When heroes and patriots feared not to die ? 
Who, who now will strike the aristo(^rat faction. 

And win a bright home in. eternity's sky ! 

Columbia! the death of thy freedom shall stamp thee, 

A SLAVE irretrievably lost and for ever — 
The instant that chain of thy fate shall have bound thtc 

No future exertions of thine can e'er sever ! 
The SLOWER the chain for thy limbs is in forging — 

The firmer and surer its links will entwine ; 
For tyranny ever usurps by disgorging 

Its smooth tale of falsehood to lull the supine ! 

Awake, land of hope, to a sense of thy peril 
Ere slavery's fetters entanglo th> fijme : 

Thy fields shall reek blood, and thy soil shall be sterile. 
While freedom expires in the lair of thy shame ! 

But wait till the clank of thy chain is resounding — 
The blow of thy madness is then aimed too late ^ 



r 
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The knell of despair throogh thy borders is sounding, 
The seal of damnation has closed on thy fate ! 

If sycophant minions who bartered thine honor, 

Were flung from the places their presence disgrace : 
If vipers, which crawl in the slime of dishonor* 

Were hurled from the stronghold of profit and place; 
Again you might snatch back the wreath of thy glory, 

Which stained and dishonered has shrunk in the shades 
^gain might you brighten the blot of thy story. 

Which slaves in the folds of corruption have laid ! 



WRITTEN BY THE CEMETERY OP B. S.— B. C 
' During a Thunder Storm. 

Ah ! tenants of the tomb, no more 

Can sound disturb thy calm repose- 
Safe from the elemental strife, 

And sin and care, and earthly woes ! 
The liquid torrent from on high 

May pour down through the threatening gloom ; 
But ye are safe — it cannot reach 

The mouldering tenants of the tomb ! 

Hark ! how the Heav'ns broad arches ring 

See, see the lurid awful glare ! 
Behold yon dark and dismal cloud — 

The lightning shooting from its lair. 
The mad careering blast that seems 

To speak the dread impending doom ; 
But ye are safe — it cannot reach 

The happy tenant* of the tomb ! 
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Earth trembles at the dreadful sight : 

^*carce even now the labip of day 
Sheds, through the black and dismal gloOM^ 

One solitarj, cheering raj ! 
Nature, convulsed, in anguish thrills 

Stript of her late enliv'ning bloom ; 
But ye are safe — it cannot reach, 

The slumbering tenants of the tomb I 

Sleep on in peace ye mouldering shades ! 

Wing'd seraphs to your i feav'nly King : 
Even NOW, the angelic host ye join, 

And rapturous Hosannas sing ! 
While we in anguish seem to wait, 

The awful, dread, impending doom^ 
O ye are safe — it cannot reach 

The blissful tenants of the tomb ! 

Instructive let the lesson sink, 

And cheer us on the gloomy way— 
When nought but care repays our toilr-*- 

Until our last, our final day. 
When plunging in eternity — 

The song of bliss we shall assume ; 
And then be safe — then rest in peace-^ 

The mouldermg tenants of the tomb ! 



THE EMIGRANT'S ADDRESS. 

Ah, my country — my country ! the tyrant oppresses-- 

Too gtdling the chains that encircle thee now : 

Thick clotted with gore are thy dark-raTtn 

7 
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And hideoas the gtsh that disfigures thy brow ! 
By Heavenc; ! 'tis madness to dwell on thy story : 

My bci<oni heaves deep with a heart smitten sigh— 
Ah, cursed be the tyranls that dim thus thy glory — 

Thrice cursed their abode, and their own native sky I 

No, never believe that T e'er can forget thee. 

Though dark be thy fate and a prey to the fee— ^ 
Though o'er the wide ocean I'm destined to view thee 

Encircled in blood, in a hale of wo ! 
Still, Erin, to thme my sad bosom re-echoes, 

The pang whose deep thrill racks a parent so dear ; 
And yet I must smile to behold thee so dauntless. 

Although that faint smile should escape through a tear I 

On, on, my sweet country ! 'tis Liberty's message : 

''The bright plume of glory shall nod where but now^ 
The tyrant cast insult ; and this be the presage— 

My garland in triumph I'll plant on thy brow! 
Oppression shall sink when my star on thy summit 

Has shed its mild light on the green curtained plain ; 
Then freedom shall kneel at the tomb of thy Emmett« 

And never desert thy fair borders again !" 

O could it be mine to discomfit the foemen — 

Or crush but the traitors that nourish the strife ; 
Tes, yes I should die for thee, willingly Erin — 

For thee it were glory to render up life ! 
Afar from the home of my boyhood, I hail thee'; 

The tear — a poor tribute — I lavishly pour; 
But sound once the trumpet^ FlJ instantly join thee. 

And plunge to thy fees through an ocean of gore ^ 
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LOVE COMPLETE .♦ 
Let me tacline in beauty's lap. 
And revel in her charms : 

Come shower on me kisseSi 
From dozens of Misses, 
In Love's own arms ! 

A bank of roses be my couch. 

Exhaling odours' sweet : 

Around me the graces, • 
Bright eyes and fair faces — 

This, this were love complete 1 



I 



THE POET'S PRAYER; 

Tell not to me the charms of wealth — 
Shun then my soul^^tho damnlag 

Let little minds toil hard for pelf— 
fie this alone my constant prayer— 

^'EnOUGB to eat — ^ENOUGH TO WEAR." 



ADDRESSED TO 
The eye may dazzle with its ray, 

The cheek display its lively bloom, 
But care may eoott obscure the brow. 



*We have oertab muigiviii^aboat these Tenet. We ^nk that w* 
luTe eeen eomethmg eloeely resembling them. If so, we wipe M 
liaads of the vite friu of plaglaiism, and accuse memory, or tlM 
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And shed around a sad'ning gloom. 
Tet there is that whose godlike grace. 

The flintiest bosom soon can wile; 
Ton ask me what? I tell you then, 

Tis beauty's captivating smile! 

And such a smile! Where shall I find 

An emblem to display its charm — 
To melt the tender soul to love — 

The thrilling heart to win, to warm ! 
Ah, vain alas ! the fruitless task, 

To paint aright that lovely smile-— 
That might a tyrant's vengeance stay. 

That might a demon's self beguile ! 

Angelic brilliance I ah, once more. 

Diffuse around that wizard glow-*- 
Do give it freely, 'tis a taste 

Of heav'nly rapture here below ! 
JhnihsT jm' uTii miti irh iimni]^ 

Seems but to fix a tender smart. 
Shedding its melting rays abroad, 

Like love's own sunshine on the heart 

Farewell ! enrapturing smile, farewell-— 

Time into dust may crush this frame : 
But until then, herb, beb« must live. 

The burning glow — ^the quenchless flame. 
And when you quit this toilsome sphere ; 

And when thai soul shall mount on high : 
&il by that smile I'll trace thee therOj 

Aad driBk its rapUm is th« sky ( 



A WISH- 

€hve me a spot serene and calnii 
Far from the city's clamoroas noise : 

Wliere purls the little bubbling brook. 
Profusely decked with nature's toys. 

Q'vre me the treasures of the dead, 

Thai pro?e to man his heavenly birth*— 

Gi?e me the volumes that ha¥e shed, 
A lustre o'er the sons of earth. 

Qbfe me a friend whose heart can bd. 

The living glow of friendship pure ; 
IIV rapt in the mystic thoughts oi God, 
And all that swarms around us herb ! 

Whose soul, on fancy's pinions borne. 
Can tread the battlements of Beaven-— 

Serenely eye the lightnings shoot, 

And tow'rs and domes in fragments riven. 



Can plunge beneath the azure 
Survey the glories of the main; 

In desolation's awful track 
Career upon the hurricane. 

Or, turning inwards all his thoughts, 

In 'iucid order" nicely scan, 
The curious structure, art and grace — 

The glorious mystery of man. 

Oive me bm these, and health and peace— 
The light of Heaven to read, and see 

7» 
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Bttt yet thy cloudless home abore^ 
Is glorious Liberty ! 

The stranger passing by thy home, 

Stops but to shed a tear ; 
The needy to thy dwelling roam. 

For thou to them wert dear ! 
Tet round about thy narrow ceil, 

No mourning emblems wave ; 
The grassy turfs too gentle swell. 

But marks thy naked grave. 

Poor Orphan ! it is well thou'rt gone — 

Gone to a happier shore ; 
When thou may'st live with aints alone, 

And weep and sigh no more ! 
Sweet innocent, upon thy tomb, 

Accept this bursting tear, 
For when death sheds his mystic gloom, 

I wish to rest me herb! 
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LOVE— INDIGNNAT. 

Sweetest maid, that I loved thee to rapture is just, 

And still I must love 'till I sink to the dust, 

The soft flowing ringlets enchanted 'tis true ; 

And I sighed, as I gazed on these twin stars of blue! 

The innocent laugh, that was mixed with thy mirtb^ 

Seemed ushered by sly little cupids to birth ; 

Vut the glow in thiae eye was the dazzle of guile, 

lUid Iheinp of doAfiMMi wateoached in thy smile ( 
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Hong ornamental through the rugged hall — 
A hot incenuve to the brutal strife — 
The ONLY field of fame in savage life ! 

The circling "peers" in frigid sternness are, 

Haranguing fiercely of the hero's life. 
Who singly roused Powhatan's chiefs to war, 

And dealt sad slaughter in the unequal strife ! 
One crested peer of huge and stately frame, 

Stood forth — a monument of savage man— 
And ere he uttered aught, a rushing flame 

Of rage, throughout his vast proportions ran ; 
Thus to the squating chiefs, he fiercely spoke 
Convulsed, as in the storm, some mighty oak ! 
*'Ha, ha ! a brother's life reels in my brain — 

The thirst of slaughter withers up my heart — 
O give me back the brave Powhan again. 

Or let me feast on blood to ease this smart ! 
Late, like the bounding stag along the plain ^ 

He swept impetuous as the blast of fate — 
Scowling on danger with a calm disdain — 

O by my father's soul I burn with hate !" 
Give up the warrior chieftains, as ye shou d, 
That 1 devour his flesh and lap his blood ! 

The dread decree had passed and all was still 

But soon Powhatan's stern command wa» heard — 
Bring forth the warrior — wield your clubs and kill t 

And scarce had lived and died the fatal word. 
When, thick with wounds and bl(X>d and dust, he strod 

The victim strode — in chains to meet his doom : 
l^ot such as when against the Turks he rode 

B«t jel as brave and matking well the gloom. 
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It were vain to upbraid thee — to kneel at thy shrine, 
Be the task of the slave who believes thee divine — 
Who now courts that smile that shall wither with scorn, 
When the keen edge of passion is blunted and worn ! 
A Venus in transports — a fury in hate — 
Go woo that obscurity dealt thee by fate : 
For the glow in thine eye was the dazzle of guile, 
And the imp of delusion was couched in thy smile I 



POCAHONTAS. 
An Extract. 

Powhatan's chiefs were fierce, and roamed afar, 

Through forest and broke iu crested pride : 
Or when the gathering clash and whoop of war^ 

Wildly convulsed the still ethereal tide — 
Swift as the arrow from its sounding string, 

They rushed to vengeance, and the thirst of blood : 
Or, like the eagle on imperial wing, 

Poised for the rush, in swelling fury stood — 
'Till breathless passion hurled them on the foe. 
And frowning champions fall at every blow ! 

His court but gliter'rd with the warrior's {tlume ; 

No blighting luxuries of pampered vice, 
Relieved the sombreness of dogged gloom — 

Unshrinking valour on]y hcui lia price I 
No haughty symbols of imperial sway, 

Were blazoned richly on the shining wall ^ 
Ut pelts and scalps of former victor 
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He eyed with tranquil scorn the savage foe, 
When thus a voice "Bow. warrior, to the blow " 

High waved in air the implement of death — 

Low on the slab reclined the fated head — 
Each eager chieftain held his savage breath; 

But ah ! behold — the victim is not dead ! 
Lo ! oer his gory locks and haggard face. 

Fair Pocahontas hangs in tender grief — 
Ob what persuasive eloquence — what grace 

Beam from her eyes on ev*ry startled chief; 
But now she meets her Sire's bewildered gaze, 
And straining her sweet brow, she weeping, prays, — 

"* 'Spare, parent, spare — The warrior begs to spare— 

A frtendless stranger on Powhatan's hearth ; 
Or if you strike the blow — you cannot tear 

My mangled body from this gory earth ! 
Hark ! how the spirit of Powhatan's sire, 

Frowns down in wrath from out yon mutt'ring cloud- 
See, see the mighty spirits vengeful fire. 

Bursting in awful thunder peals aloud ! 
Slay not the wretch - «»lay not the wretch my sire ; 
But let my life appease the chieftains' ire !" 

Forbear the blow — the warriors limbs nucha in ! 

In hurried accents echoed through the hall^— 
My Pocahontas never pleads in vain. 

When suddenly the weapons prostrate fall ! 
Fierce flashed the eye of chief on chief; but k> ! 

Sweet Pocahontas rushing to her sire 
Hangs on his neck, wrapt in a filial glow j 
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Of wild, impassioned lovr. rnd I'nl? fire? 
Thus snatched thi: \ictim itom iii<pchding fate, 
His SAVIOUR ever lives in memory great I 



THE VIRTUOUS KISS. 

The balmy sigh of virgin rove. 

Pure as the dewy ray 
That sheds its go!deu tints above, 

Upon the infant day — 
Wooes rapture to its spicy bow'r. 

Its honied home of bliss, 
"Where little loves wait ev'ry hour 

On each soft, melting kiss! 

O breath seraphic; be it mine 

To revel in thy charms, 
Where all is purest bliss divine 

Unclouded with alarms; 
The years may speed-time's periods roll 

Yet what to me is this? 
Each moment but transports my soul 

With a sofl melting kiss. 

Come to the rosy home of love, 

Aiid woo me o'er and o'er 
ril be thy little billing dove, 

And live but to adore. 
The world Til quit-its foibles tOft, 

Such things 1 cannot miss. 
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When wrapt b boundless joys witb yott 
la each soft melting kiss! 

Alone, in you sweet blooming grot, 
, I' 11 dream of Heaven and thee, 
'Till angels waft us from the spot 

To thrones of victory ! 
The tranquil eye of life's decline 

Shall only yield fresh bliss ; 
We'll wax but more and more difine, 

With ev'ry virtuous kiss ! 



WASHINGTON. 

I^ale with disease, a nation's idol lay. 
Wrapt in the arms of weeping Liberty ! 
While o'er his calm, serene and god-like facei 
Sweet resignation shed angdic grace. 
That eye which oft in martial glory shone^ 
And bravely led the brbtling legions on ; 
In pious stillness paled its mortal ray, 
To draw fresh lustre from eternal day ! 

A doating people heard the sad'ning sounds 
And sobbing anguish brooded all around ; 
The tale of sorrow wafted on the gale, 
In ev'ry cot awoke the funeral peal ; 
Tear upon tear, from beauty's dim*lit eye, 
Floated as incense on the balmy sigh ; 
And reeked, an ofTring on his sainted gravis 
Who lived to fame, the noblest of the brave 9 

8 
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In Vernon's shades repose those dear remains. 
That snatched Columbia from dis^ace and chains; 
The sirelling chorus of approring earth 
Feals in deep tones his glory and his worth ; 
The echoing strain of eulogy rolls high. 
Till caught by list'ning angels in the sky ; 
And Heayen and earth with one accord proclaim 
Oun Washington, a sinless child of fame! 



A SCENE AT SEA. 

O'er the bosom of ocean enchanted I lay, 

The wares by the stillness were pillowed to sleep ; 
And the empress of night, from the monarch of day. 
In a pale, snowy whiteness, diffused her cool ray. 
On the bright, sparkling breast of the deep ! 

And I gazed on the bark, as she proudly rode on. 
While visions of fancy come thick on my sight : 
And I thought of the thousands of beings now gone 
Who had hung like myself ail transported^ alone, 
On the still sober beauties of night ! 

But the herald of morn had rose o'er the scene. 

And the billow, as startled, awoke from repose, 
While the breath of the day,o'er the sweet glassy green , 
Had diffused a dark shade, where the lustre had been. 
And the tempest and ocean arose! 

And I thought that just so was our mortal career-** 
We look into life on the bright sea of Joy, 
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And we see not the billows that slumber so near. 
Nor the dark sable wings of the tempest appear; 
That but sweep on in haste to destroy! 



TO THE COMET OF 1885. 

Haily flaming messenger of yon blue sky- 
Say, why thy gk>wing pinions hither ply? 
Does some dread omen of impending fate 
Upon thy sweeping train of fire await? 
Or through what mighty scope of space, untrod, 
Except by thee, dread thing,— thy guide and God^ 
Hast thou been winging since thy wildering light 
Glared on a race now hearsed in death and night? 

Thy destiny is dark, yet fertile man. 
In noble triumph, nicely dares to scan 
The measure of thy track : as soaring high, 
You sweep from orb to orl^-from sky to sky ! 
Say, what rent system to its centre hurled. 
First sent thee brooding mischief to our worid : 
Or dost thou part thy fire to globes unknown— 
Or dost thou, glutton, waste it on thine own ? 

But minister of haggard vengeance, go ! 
We puny mortals dread thy lurid glow : 
And ere, in menace shook, thy flaming train, 
Can scowl upon our shrinking sight again. 
Our souls-* far more ethereal than thou art, 
Shall soar to realms beyond thy feeble art : 
Where shapes like thee, can ne'er disturb the sight 
^Mid boundless bliss^ rand floods of living light I 
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LOVE.-ITS INFLUENCE, 

A speR sleqM in the magic of the eye, 
The soul of rapture floats upon a sigh! 
The inmates of ten thousand worlds obey 
The mystic power of lore, and homage pay: 
It thrives among the hosts of planets whirled 
Jxk starry brSlianee round our laughing world : 
Insensate matter owns the lirely charm ; 
And to its laws all nature waxes warm ! 

By it each object all its parts retains. 

And through, creation Kindvcd order reigns ; 

Else would all matter mingle in a muss,. 

And object blend with object, class with class ; 

Else would our globe rush to her centre sun, 

Or through the boundless void careering run ; 

But LovB throughout the whole mysterious winds — 

At once the chain that links, and soul that binds ! 

From insect atoms, breathing but to die, 
Dp to the bright archangels of the sky ; 
From that frail plant that qprings and disappears. 
Up to the giant of a thousand years : 
Through links as counties^ as the ^icean's sand. 
That restless roves in masses on the strand. 
Love reigns, rules, reveb, fires and stirs to life 
Vast worlds on worlds, with vital action rife } 



8N» OF MINOB FISCE*. 



COLUMBIA'S FREEDOM. 
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COLUMBIA'S FREEDOM. 



Whst gushing toireot of aoclouded light 
Bursts from yon shore Apon our aching sight— 
Whst strain melodious floats from sire to bod 
Of liberty achieved,. and glory won ! 
What giant tbrm majestic o'er the deep. 
With living thunder wakes the realms from sleep t 
'Tifl fair Gfriumbia, pealing to a world — 
The star-lit banner of her fame unfurled ! 

Couched at her feet Bbllona— grisly dain«> 
From her fierce orbits, flashes glaring flame : 
In grim ferocity leashed to ber car. 
Bay hideously the savage dogs of war 1 
The Eagle, bird of Jovi, in lordly pride, 
With wings uufurl'd, soars proodly hy her side [ 
And, nodding o'er her virgin brow, is seen 
The lanrel wreath of pnre and fadeless green I 

Bui nearer still, and luminously grand. 

Mill] peace and kindling tove before her stand. 

Minerva and ibe arts, in bright array, 

Shed sparkling lustreon her gero-litway 

Tonng Genius, winged for flights unknown before. 

Is ready couched at her command to soar : 

'Tia thvs Columbia — empress of the free, 

Mores nobly on in sonny Liberty ! 
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Once, o'er her plains the tyrant's legions trod, 
And his fierce war-horse neighed for human blood ; 
Once on his ravaged fields, the soldier's breath. 
Flung to the winds the chilling cry of deaths 
From Alleghany's peaks to eastern shore 
The woods and fields were stained with human gore ; 
But Freedom, flaming with her blood-shod eye, 
ITrged on her Bona to cheering Tictory ! 

O'er fated Lesungton, the din of strife. 
Rose mingled with the groans of ebbing life : 
The Tictims perished, but the slayers fled. 
And bristling thousands soon replaced the de<Kl. 
The war-blast swiftly q^ in thickening roftr. 
And cries of vengeance echoed round the shore : 
The clash of sounding arms was heard afar: 
And all Columbia headlong rushed to war ! 

Tbe^rs^ dread act that arms a nation's rage^,. 
Shines forth the brightest on her martial page. 
When tyrants forge their hateful chains, the blow 
That shivers them to dust must not be slow ; 
But as the lightning from the lurid cloud. 
Burst o'er their heads in thunder peals aloud — 
'Till hurled from power usurped, and power abused. 
They yield to right — o'erpowcred, abashed, confused ! 

Fresh, springing glory dimly glows at first. 
Or weeps her children, prostrate in Ibe dust : 
But when the rending shout of victory rings. 
She swells the cry and claps her gfewing wings ! 
So, for Leonidas, and his brave band. 
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The grateful tear was poured from strand to strand ; 
But when the bleeding hosts of Persia fled, 
A. burst of glory hailed the valiant dead ! 

Bondsman ! where'er your clogging fetters clank^, 
[)f lowly lot, or high and princely rank — 
Dn Lexington your sickly vision cast, 
A.nd think — O Bondsman ! think upon the past! 
(Vot thundering Britain with her steel-clad host^, 
rsor all the dauntless chivalry she boasts, 
Could bind Columbia, panting to be free : 
Or stay the march of blooming Liberty. 

And will you crawl, brave heart, and roust you treaS, 
In loathesome bondage to the fields of dead ? 
Shall man bind man, by man — himself unbound — 
(jood Heavens! and canst thou hear the startling sound; 
And feel no spark of rage inflame thy heart, 
But trampled on and trodden as thou art, 
Steal on, mid buffets, insults, torture, pain — 
Thy only dirge — the music of thy chain ! 



If Stoic virtue, only be to bear, 

Then, slave! be happy — thou hast had thy share ! 

But ahyHeay'n ne'er could shape that^glorious frame^ 

To tamely wear the iron badge of shame ; 

No, bondsman, no— you urge that plea in vain — 

Thine, thine the cause, as thine the clanking chain ! 

Strike, and the trembling tyrant will recoil ; 

Or bravely perish on thy country's soil ! 

And thus, Columbia — thus her prowess shone 
'Gainst crested captain? leading legiens oii» 
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The Hessians purchased bayonets only gleam 
Red with the blood of freemen in the beam ; 
But kindling bosoms, rushing from afar, 
duickly recruit the btisiling ranks of war ! 
Each dying patriot wooed to martial life 
A thousand others panting for the strife ! 

Those oxen yoked by Brooklyn's weeping vale, 
Where far and wide resounds the maddening tal«— 
Tell of a Putnam, dashing to the strife — 
A gallant Putnam for the onset rife ! 
His frothing war horse swiftiy sweeping by 
As tempest hurls athwart the darkened sky : 
As when adown the rock, in clattering speed. 
Mid showers of lead he plunged upon his steed ! 

The hostile din at Lexington awoke 
lu fierce commotion o'er the for rest broke ; 
But soon Breed's Hill, begirt in sheets of fire. 
With thundering accents spoke Columbia's ire. 
Blaze upon blaze, in quick succession poured, 
And trembling earth and ocean shudd'ring roared : 
'Till war's destructive elements are done. 
They quit the field — a field already won I 

Here righteous Warren lay among the slain 
'Till by a brother's love exhumed again : 
His martial soul had caught the generous glow, 
Thai drove him headlong on the raging foe ; 
And stubborn valour, scorning still to yields 
Bore hiin impetuous e'er the bloody field — 
'Till pierced, he sank, a sacrifice worth more 
Than teeming seas of mercenary gore ! 
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He died ; but not his memory, no— his name 
Lives on the p&ge that speaks Columbia's fame. 
Bright, pure and grand, his lofty spirit shed, 
A starry brilliance o'er the illustrious dead ! 
Freemen unborn shall chaunt his funeral lay, 
And breathe a requiem o'er his sainted clay : 
So patriots die — so wing their way to fame — 
Stirring the bondman's blush of guilty shame ! 

See, what gay, glittering crests are waving ther 
Their crimson war-slaves choak the groaning air ! 
These are Britania's legions sent, again 
To bind Columbia with the shatterod chain. 
Proudly they swell, elate with pomp and show, 
Breathing on rebel ranks dark threats of wo : 
Their well-fed coursers prance to sounds of war, 
And foam and fret, and neigh and bound afar ! 

TAer/-, from the "peer" down to the basest knave 
Commingling move — the master and the slave ! 
The master! yes, the * 'prince of cut-throats" too 
Scoundrels of ev'ry grade, and cast and hue! 
The spewings of a nation's vice and crime, 
And sent to breathe pollution on her clime. 
The maiden's scream, the matron's tears are lost, 
Un 'ridled license riots through the host ! 

Afar, the flames of peaceful dwellings rise ; 
In spiral volumes to the blushing skies : 
Afar the yells of heartless foemen ring — 
Afar sad havoc sweeps on eagle wing ! 
The TRADE of slaughter bravely flourished then. 
And they waxed fat who lived by blood of men \ 
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And such the tyrant's soldiers ever are«^ 
Fierce, savage dogs, that lap the blood of war ! 

€k)luinbia's gathering squadrons, sternly eyed 

Britania's pompous chivalry and pride. 

No shrinking bosom harlioured craven fear — 

No fiery orbit shed the coward tear. 

One heart of beating impulse through the whole 

Diffused its warmth — one animating soul ! 

Life, fortune, kindred — all appeared as nought, 

For freedom, freedom was the boon they sought] 

What, though no gaudy trappings lent their aid 
To feed the slavish lust of vain parade : 
What, though the motley ranks, equipped forwar, 
Blazed not in pomp with coronet and star ! 
These servile badges are by monarch's given — 
The star of freedom beams alone from Heaven : 
Its kindling lights are shed upon the hearty 
Not blazoned in the toys of feeble art ! 

Toys, do I say ? yes fatal toys, indeed — 

Toys that have made, and still make nations blecti. 

A part of that dark scheme to fetter man 

Of which a trodden globe displays the plan ! 

To bind the victim fast in chains, while he^ 

Is mocked with senseless sounds of Liberty : 

A snare of ruin, baited to decoy — 

A charm of tyrants, dazzling to destroy ! 

And thus, in homely garb, the free and brave 
Gazed fiercely on the gay and glittering slave. 
The monarch of tl;e forest, driven to bay^ 
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So«je8 the practised hunter, aimed to slay; 
His glaring eye-balls scowl in haughty pride — 
With rage his threatening nostrils panting wide, 
'Till couched, he springs to rend his daring foe, 
While startled foemen shudder at the blow! 

Now Boston. rings with champions for the fray, 
And swelling thousands move in dread array ! 
Aye, Boston, noblest city of the free. 
Where first were pealed, the notes oi liberty 
Whence woke that spark, which kindling to a flame. 
Shed bursts of glory, round Columbia's name : 
Made millions, sovereigns — ^trampled tyrants down. 
And trod in dust the sceptre and the crown ! 

Yes, kindling hosts have left their all, and gone, 
But who shall lead their fearless legions on ? 
What potent arm shall wield a nation's power, 
Or dauntless, breast the peril of the hour ? 
Some mighty spirit must be found to sway 
These marshal ranks to fame and victory : 
Some piercing eye, to watch the crafty foe. 
And, nicely scanning, strike the fatal olow ! 

All patriots point Virginia's spotless son — 
The mild, intrepid, god-like Washington ; 
Whose prowess stood a rampart in the shock, 
Which hurled sad ruin on the brave Braddock ! 
He heard his country's call, and soon obeyed, 
To wield at her command the battle blad< 
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To drire the haoghtjr tyrants fVom the snort ; 
Or purple o'er the field with freemen's gore ! 

So CiNCiNif ATV8 snmmoned to her aid. 

With bounding heart, his country's call obeyed : 

Bore her dread eagle bravely to the sky, 

'Mid groans of death, and shouts of Tictory. 

Rome pealed applause, and warmly sighed to pour 

Her grateful tribute in his scanty store ; 

But frugal virtue, shunned the dazzling booB» 

And Cineinnatus still more brightly shone ! 

Now, from this stirring prospect, bend the eye. 
To thrilling scenes of bloodless victory-— 
The sober group of sages calmly met 
In awful council, on a people's (ate ! 
What still, ethereal, mild effective grac#-* 
What keen concern sits brooding on each face ! 
Doubt mingles with the swell of glowing zeal ; 
And shudders at the wound it ne'er can heai ! 

But yet one soul unawed, will dare to guide, 
With giant force, the darkly foaming tide ; 
And, waving in his grasp, the precious page, 
Shines nobly forth, that dates a nation's age ! 
Throughout the hall the startling accents rang, 
And from the womb of time, Columbia sprang, 
A flood of transport bathed her as she 
Her eagle vision bent upon h^ foes ! 
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And this is Jefferson*— as bright a name, 
As shines emblazoned on the rolls of fame. 
Far distant ages smiling on the page 
That glows with mingled dignity and rage, 
Shall drink the burning accents, manly, brave ; 
And shower down blessings on his patriot grave : 
His name, still blooming on its native earth. 
Shall kindle transport round the freeman's hearth ! 

Exalted Adams — generous in the strife, 

To plead in winning strains for guilty life — 

Urges with eloquence divine, the stroke 

That ruffian chains and grinding bondage broke ! 

His notes too, burning, swell in grateful ears, 

And (Ire the living patriot as he bears : 

No later acts can blur his sterling fame ; 

For they must grateful weep— who dare to blame t 

Ye dupes of Europe, who in council sit 

To seal your own disgrace, and bridle wit : 

Who, with keen industry and studied pains 

Contrive — O God ? — to forge afresh your chains ! 

Hug the dielusion that you still are free, 

But sully not the name of Liberty : 

Blind not your victims,^ to the altar led, 

Nor hide that blade so crimsoned with the dead I 

How vastly fine your pompousness appears, 
That only lives when yoked to royal gears ! 
What splendid nothingness to grace a court. 
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Or on its glitteriog sunbeams id]y sport ! 

Your pride is pension, and your country — place 

In name exalted — in your natures base: 

How many millions starve, that you may feed— - 

To prop your rottenness, how many bleed ! 

Ixx)k on this patriot band, and dare concede 
That here is noble majesty indeed. 
Behold, the hateful chain that millions bound 
Is fiercely seized and shivered to the grouud : 
'Mid wild acclaim of freemen echoing far, 
And maddened thousands rushing to the war ! 
i^ook here, and pause, ye costly gems of thrones — 
Ye idle, lazy, all consuming drones ! 

When fat-fed satraps would have richly fed 
The stem, unshrinking, patriotic Reed: 
Mark his proud answer, to the sordid hint. 
And on your souls the sentiment imprint. — ' 
''My worth is small, but all the golden store, 
That Hritains mighty prince could largely pour 
Is not enough to buy my humble aid, 
Though countless millions in the scale were laid !'' 

Such *8 the charm of freedom, such her art 
'Gainst damning guilt, to arm the manly heart ! 
Wrapt in herself, she dreads the tyrants smile: 
Which, like the net, is only spread for guile: 
Craft withers in her gaze; and silly pride 
Looks little vanity, when by her side: 
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She treads impsrial, od the neck of Kings^ 
Aod, soaring, flaps in joj her star-lit wings ! 

The germs of hope, like flow* rets in the bud. 
Are waruily fostered in a nations blood ! 
While surly winter chills the shaggy earth 
These never knew aught energy or birth, 
But when returning spring lights up the year. 
Their chubby lips and peeping folds appear: 
So> lovely freedom^ with her cheering ray, 
Warms into life our cold and mortal ctay ! 

Whene'er a gallant people dare^he deed 

By which their bloated heartless masters bleed. 

Young talent, firmly fettered down before. 

Soon bursts its chains, and spreads his plumes to soa 

No hour can find a nation unprepared — 

Be but the flaming standard bravely reared ; 

And waking millions soon profiisely yield 

Their statesmen wise, and generals for the field ! 

And yet there is a fate, dark, drear and deep — 
In which, dead, bitter secrets coldly skep ! 
A fate that blights the soul of enterprise — 
Obscure and hidden firom our mortal eyes ! 
But slave ! death is the worst that can befall-^ 
'Tis true in losing that^ you lose your all; 
But what is life ? speak, slave, for you can say 
And what is death ? — the dawn of liberty ! 

9* 



O'er fields of prickly ice, half clothed, onshod^ 

Columbia's warriors trace their march in blood! 

The rough, cold tempest, lashing cliff and shore. 

Sweeps idly past, unfelt but in its roar. 

A generous glow lights up each manly firame^ 

And icy breezes fan the vestal flame : 

The joyous cry alone rings in each ear— 

''Our day of glory comes, cheer, comrades, cheer*^ 

O'er Delaware, by night, the boats are plied— « 
The icebergs drilling on its livid tide: 
|n silent caution from the sleeping strand, 
Move soiUy on, the hero and his band. 
At startled Tunton, leaping into life. 
Resounds the mingled roar of martial strife : 
The dart invaders fall an easy prey ; 
And captive squadrons grace the peeping day ! 

Now, over Jersey swells the gallant blastr— 
On comes the legions to revenge the past 
Bright blaze the fires along Columbia's line- 
Red in their glare, the silent watch-guards shine* 
Hark ! sleepless foemen, distant pealing heai^— - 
'"Tis thunder" whispered, creeps frcmi ear to ear; 
But early dawn betrays a fallen foe. 
And cheery hope is changed to notes of wo ! 

For Princeton's legions woke firom still repose. 
Shrink back in panic from the lusty blows : 
While charging fireemen shake the midnight df 
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Amid the cannon's murderous, lurid glare! 
Dread consternation seized the Vildcred hoft. 
And haughty scorn now blushed to own her boast ; 
For Britain's warriors felt a master hand, 
And ringing plaudits echo o'er the land ! 

With genius, modesty is still combined — 

Locked firm in close embrace these two you fiii4. . 

Tis true, ambition fires it on to fame ; 

And glory lures it with her genial flame. 

But gew-gaw pride — that little giddy sprite — 

Shrinks in abhorrence frem its eagle sight! 

Pride is the gilding of a hollow mind — 

Strip off the gold, and nought remains behind t 

Immortal Washingtoa, to nature true, 
With Tictorjr more weak and humble grew; 
His country only urged hini to the strife — 
No wasteful sacrifice of human life. 
Exalted above praise, he glowed with zeal — 
No lust of conquest had unsheathed his steel ; 
But love of eoii — the purest, holiest tie 
That stirs up man to arms, and victory ! 

Lo ! o'er Columbia, gathering thick and fast^ 
The lowering clouds, a passing shadow cast. 
Ffom Brandtwinb, the cry of slaughter come«| 
Where crowds of worthies sink into their tombn.^ 
The British banner floats triumphant now. 
And deep dejectioB broods on ev'ry briMr: 



The traitors ftcofl— the minioas of a coui.. 
In jojrous banq let, hu^ the bloody sport ! 

See La Fayette courageous wheel his steed. 
From rank to tank, tvh:^re mangled freetnen bleed: 
Wounded and smarti'igon the crimson field, 
He lingers still, to rally and to shield ! 
And brave Pulaski, revelling in his ire, 
Darts forth impetuous, as a lK>lt of fire : 
As when Stanislaus through the thick arr ajr 
Of bristling guards, he fiercely bore away ! 

Between the tyrants, as between the free, 
Is stretched a chord of secret sympathy ; 
But that is bound by self — this springs from love*— 
That is of earth — this savours of above. 
Freemen are brethren — anofels are the same— 
In these as thosR, loves kindles up the fiame i^ 
So hearts of freedom, gather to the strife, 
And for the free, will dare to peril life ! 

Again, at Gbrmantown the tumult roars. 
While belching flame its fatal torrent pours 1 
Again, does haughty Britain claim the day, 
And proudly boast another victory. 
Columbia's hero weeps to own the blow ; 
But scorns the triumph of a bleeding foe ! 
Intrepid valor arms his soul 'gainst fat< 
That brightest jewel of the truly great ! 
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The patriot forces shiver in the gale, 
While friends and foes and elements assail. 
Fierce, savage winter, raves with dismal howl, 
An4 storm and tempest o'er the forest scowl. 
Naked and shoeless, on the hiting frost, 
Move sternly on Columbia's little host : 
At Valley Forge, their huts of icy mud, 
Are thickly clotted Ver with crimson blood ! 

Thus roll the months, 'till laughing sunshine comes 
To cheer Ibe gloominess of humble homes. 
But see far distant legions march to strife, 
And all the North with preparation rife! 
Now hostile ranks in fierce collision rush — 
Now maddened foemen, maddened foemen crush : 
The patriot and the slave commingling fall 
Perish or conquer, is the freeman's call ! 

The clash of sounding arms rings high in Heav'n, 
And lusty blows are dealt and thickly giv'n, 
Britannia's thunder rolls along the plain ; 
But dauntless freemen roll it back again ! 
The crested captains — puny things of lace, 
In braggart passion, scowl their own disgrace. 
Pride folds her wing; — and glory drops her crest. 
In low submission, to the rising West ! 

A crowd of captains, swell Columbia's train 

While humbled Britain sadly writhes in pain. 

Her gilded champions, decked with star and plumo. 
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Ohapfallen, low, submissive to their doom ! 
Far to the North, the star-eyed eagle ^es, 
And Britain's trampled ensign prostrate lies. 
All Europe wonders at the mighty blow ; 
And France weeps triumph o'er her ancient foe ! 

As thickest darkness oft precedes the light, 
That rolls away the sombre shades of night : 
So, mystic fate in blackness seems to lower. 
When brooding time calls forth the morning hour, 
Whose cheering sun gilds o'er the brightening soeiM ; 
And sheds the smile of joy, where grief had been : 
A laughing world, reflects the lively ray. 
And joyous millions hail the infant day ! 

Upon the dark blue waves, the vessel bounds, 
Which bears from France the joy inspiring sounds. 
The labours of a Franklin, Deane and Leb, 
Result in cheering tidings to the the free. 
France kindly wraps the infant in her lap, 
And nerves its feeble joints with golden pap ! 
PDclaims its lawful title to the throne — 
tfot once suspecting that she shakes her own { 

Her flag sweeps proudly o'er the azure set; 

For now her banners wave for Liberty, 

Columbia hails her on the billow's crest, 

And welcomes gratefully her valiant guest. 

Not sympathy, but hate, inspires the deed. 

She cares not whioh may rule, should Britain bleed; 
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Self prompts the act, but awful the ruoil. 
Which deluged o'er wkh blood her reeking foil. 

P«w naked acts are generous — fewer jiijBt, 
Most spring from self, pride, passion, envy, lust! 
Self governs men and nations — law and right 
Vanish impotent from the blasting sight. 
The dark intrigue of courts, that fiio prevail. 
Is but corruption on a grander scale. 
That deed which in the peasant is called crime, 
In statesmen passes for the true sublime! 

Now Philadelphia, turns with martial show. 
And gnashing vengeance echoes horn the foe; 
But startled Britain shuddering at the tale, 
In fearful consternation, waxes pale; 
And Clinton's warriors, at her bidding, pour 
Their swarming warnslaves on the Jersey shore. 
Upon their rear, the patriot forces hang. 
And in the tumult clang resounds to clang! 

By Monmouth sweep the columns in retreat, 

Where hostile ranks again in battle meet. 

The blushing fields, with crimson slaughter gleam. 

And reeking mortals welter in the beam! 

By night, the proud invaders skulk away. 

And leave to nobler hearts the victory; 

Thus to the North, Columbia rears her ere^ 

The future glory of the free born West! 
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A pasting glance on Carolina cast — 
Where Britain's bull-dogs ravage far and tkst. 
In blood her smoking capital is dyed; 
Savage troopers through their dwelling ride, 
The demon, Tarltoft revels in the strife, 
And gluts his abject slaves with human life; 
Rape, plunder, carnage, own his ruffian sway, 
And massacre with him, is victory! 

^iornwallis glories in his minion's rage ; 
And rushes onward, eager to engage. 
See, Camden smarting i'rom the shameful blow: 
But CowPENs hurls it back upon the foe, 
Sumter and Marion earn fair wreaths of fame — 
Who, by their valor, light the patriot flame. 
Each brake is swarming with its little band, 
And feats of daring ring from hill to strand! 

The Carolina fair scowl on the foe; 

For soft eyed beauty feels the generous glow; 

A MoTTE and Suubrick Spartan fame transcend— 

With dauntless valor, gentlest feelings blend. 

Such women grace the mansions of the free — 

Such women rear the sto(^k of Liberty: 

The stream of soul floats onward in their lace; 

And only brightens o'er the sands of space. 

Columbia, nurse thy fair with tender zeal: 
They are the mightiest bulwark of thy weal. 
A mother fomed the mind of Washington — 
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Roman matron, taught so bright a son ! 

e mother shapes the metal of her boy; 

r chastened )ips pour in no base alloy. 

>m woman spHngs the soul of hope — the tear—* 

e sun that brightens life — the notes that cheer, 

rk! sounds of treason bound from cot to cot, 
lile struggling patriots weep the awful blot: 
rever lost to country, hope and fame 
e craven Arnold welters in his shame. 
Britain's golden god his heart is wed, 
. whose dread altars hosts of slaves have bled: 
9 name shall live a bye-word and a scorn, 
at on and trod by ages yet unborn. 

id Andre — ^worthy of a better fate— 

^r little deed& of guile, of soul too great; 

le tear of pity mingles with his name, 

id high-toned honor blots the scaffold's shame! 

It ah! ye pure and patriotic three — 

3 humble sons of honest poverty — 

Paulding, Wert and Williams justly claim, 

bright eternity of sparkling fame! 

ith double lustre humble virtue shows, 

ben kindling fervour in the bosom glows* 

^tes in their childhood, ere the flush of health 

sicken'd by the turbid stream of wealth, 

-em with achievments, full of patriot zeal: 

"^d fondly hug a sentiment they feel — 

10 
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But chiiling age, advancing, chokes the flame. 
And bloated manhood dallies with the name! 

But sweep ye hours of mingled grief and joy 

When tyrants baffled, aim but to destroy: 

When ruined dwellings smoke, and hamlets blaze — 

When night is day, and night obscures the days! 

On YoRKTowN march the legions of the free, 

To strike the final blow for Liberty — 

Ib glorious rivalry and kindred zeal, 

France and Columbia whet the burnished tfteel! 

Again, the implemenst of havoc roar — 
Again, the victims welter in their gore: 
The bristling canon vomit death around, 
And earth and ocean shudder at the sound. 
Now Britain's mangled war-slaves pant to fly. 
But hurling tempest scowls them from the sky. 
The boats are shattered by the blasts of fate — 
A markjof Heav'n's fierce kindling wrath aad hate! 

Thick pour the volleys on the shrinking hosts— 
Hush'd into death are proud Britannia's boasts. 
Her battered works, the lines, advancing, tear, 
While shells and rockets light the flaming air! 
Destruction sweeps in terrible array — 
But see! — a flag — a flag — huzza, huzza! 
Britannia bows — her standard shivered lies— 
The star-lit banner over Yorktown flies! 
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Id now from cliff to cliff— from strand to strand, 
^ep peals of exultation stun the land, 
he aged weep, the youth impetuous cheer, 
Qd thrilling transports echo far and near. 
)fore her God, an infant nation kneels, 
id pours to Heav'n the gratitude she feels; 
sligion mingles with the loud acclaim. 
id fair Columbia bathes her locks in fame! 

1, ?irttiou8 Washington! in vain we trace 
16 teeming records of our guilty race, 
I find ONE soul so pure, so great as thine; 
w thou had'st less of mortal, than divine! 
bright, unspotted wreath encircles thee. 
It with the precious gems of Liberty! 
ly fame is purity — thy glory, fame — 
le foemen's noblest boast — the tyrant's shame! 

I long as freedom holds on earth her sway, 
iy name embalmed in hers can ne'er decay; 
itil this shattered orb, in fragments riv'n, 
to its flaming centre swiftly driv'n, 
id life, and roan, and matter, shiver'd , all, 
nid the dashing, crashing, thundering fall, 
ly fame shall li?e, eternal as the ray, 
lat lights the lustre of material day ! 

) bondsmen of the East, your fetters hug, 
>il vilely on, and sweat, and groan, and tug. 
ind low your bodies to the iordling's scowl. 



•*-*^ •■*...- •*.<•»-. ^ _ _ — ^ 



112 

And, when he frowns, go slaves, and pipe and howH 
Stoop in the mud, to ev'ry 'high born' knate^ 
Who, like yourselves, in turn, is but a slave: 
Aye, own your degradation, and your shames- 
Mean, wretched slaves, indeed; in soul and name! 

Ye say your lot is such — you found it so ! 
Is this the conselaiion of your woef 
Are ye not men? — and what are these bright things, 
That flutter on your path with golden wingsT 
The butterflies that sport on summer's ray— 
liet but the darkening storm break o'er the day. 
And, swept upon the blast, their pinions droop— 
And yet, to these gay, glittering things^ ye stoop ! 

But if ye will be slaves«-why in the mire? 
Can ye not bear your souls a somewhat higher? 
Why will ye lick the earth your masters tread; 
And kiss the rod by which your fathers bledf 
Have ye not souls? — ah, shame, degenerate race — 
To hug thy chains — to hug thy foul disgrace! 
To cringe, to crawl, to fawn — well, be it so— 
Thine own base soub are (bund thy deadliest fi>e !- 

The sweat that issues from thy pores feeds fat 

The haughty, proud, ilriitocratic brat I 

And yet — spoiled child of chance — his bloated sights 

Shrinks quite disgusted at the ragged plight 

His, are thy rags,thy poverty, thy shame; 

And thine the kistre that adorns hift framo I 



lid 

His pflftred plonage rohs thee of thine 
He richly reaps the hirrest thou hast wywn! 

Ah, trampled millioiia, torn your sickly eyes 
In wild confusion to the western skies. 
See lair Columbia ruling with the free; 
And man unmonarched, wrapt in liberty ! 
Eqvality of hope and rank and right: 
Sheds scenes of peace and comfort on the sight;. 
The bleeding poor no shining puppy grinds—^ 
One equal law the rich and humble binds! 

But o'er yon tow'ring cliff, in stately mein. 

What shape of angel-elegance is seen? 

And hark! — she speaks — Columbia, listening, stasde^ 

While f^v'ry sound is still along the lands:-<- 

*' Fair mistress of my fate— bride of my hqpe I 

Thine empire stretches o'er a mighty wcope; 

Hill, yalley, lawn and laughing forest tdl, 

That through thy borders peaceful freemen dweli^ 

^ Thy MAREiAGE CONTRACT I iosist mQst be 
The ONLT STANDARD of thy Liberty} 
Tou won me by it to your smiling hearth| 
When sullen darkness brooded o'er the earth. 
Columbia! Europe^s gilded jades would fain 
See round your neck once more the helFish chain'. 
Their smiles are falsehood, and their love is hate>^ 
Thy glory is a comment on their fate ! 

10^ 



'* tllastrious ui Iby burth-^o bnvdjr 
UDtainted w^ar the laurals yoa hmwe won: 
Let no foal traitors lead thee to the death. 
Or dark contriTera break Ihy plightud AMtb. 
My MARRIAGE CONTRACT 18 the Biireit stay—- 
Thy noblest boast — the hcnue of ubut¥I 
Upon thy brows may crowding laarela nod, 
And role, fair spouse, an tmbieni of thy God! 

-^* And when yoo nubs that wheel in boandlese epnee^ 
Have run through circling time their deatined nwe; 
When earth and ocean flaming, hissing glare. 
And roaring chaos revels in the air; 
'Mid fragments hurled, through eatRraets of flrtt. 
And sweeping bolts of Heav'n's consuming ire— 
Thy glory, wrapped in mine, shall mount en fa^hy 
And seek its oyifTRB Ult above the skt !" 

SNI> ay t?.OJ/U|tBIA'6 rBE£x>otf 
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£re Heaven's dread voice convulsed the mighty deep, 

And rushing worlds to life and action leap-^ 

£re nature -hvng in beautiful array, 

Kissed the soft, glowing cheek of new born dnj, 

Enthroned in floods of light above the skies. 

Bright sparkling genius lit her streaming eyei 

In spangled glory winged her way to earth 

To shed on man the lustre of her birth ! 

Upon her pinions borne, soul dares to fly 
In sportive revelry from earth to sky. 
Her sun-lit orbits wink not as they soar — 
She feasts upon the tempests hoarsest roar* 
Gay, fluttering fancy, sporting in her light 
Sweeps on, the constant herald of her flight, 
Night in her vision glows with brightest day — 
The present, past and future own her sway. 

Dark is the problem of indulging fate, 
That fires the human soul — to elevate ! 
The highest, and the lowest links that bind. 
The vast, and varied chain of human min4> 



i 
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HuAg on the grand infinity of God, 

Leares little man, nought else but to applaud ! 

The aching eje of intellect is closed, 

And reason wanders, where she once reposed ! 

Earth is enveloped in her blackest guise. 
And nights pale watch-fires sparkle in the skies : 
The tender leaflets , weeping as they sing, 
Nod to the music of the zephyr's wing. 
The roar of busy, bustling man is still. 
And drowsy murmur creeps from hill to bill ; 
But from yon casement, peeps a ray of light, 
As if to woo the chill embrace of night ! 

Within that cottage, o*er the board reclined. 
Genius oc^mmands the rapid flight of mind ; 
That straining gaze and curling brow can tell 
What rolling visions on the senses swell. 
A thousand swimming forms, of life, with all 
That mankind first invent, and then miscall, 
Flit in succession, on her kindling orb ; 
And heart and sense and intellect absorb ! 

Swifl round the globe, she darts her eagle eye 
To where the sun lights up another sky ; 
And hov'ring on the spicy tide, inhales 
Tbp teeming incense of the Easterm gales. "' 
Those sparkling shores where all but man is bright,^ 
And soul lies chained'-«-a slave to moral night ! 
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The wreck of fallen grandeur frowns alone ; 
And foreign bayonets, gleam where glory shone 

The gilded palace, and the gem-lit fane 
Live but to tell, corruption's blasting reign. 
Religion, matters darkly o'er her slaves. 
And grinds to earth, the victims as she raves. 
Her creed — delusion, and her meekness — pride, 
E'en blooming virtue withers by her side ! 
Her sickly love choaks up the light of day ; 
And knavish saints, breathe slaughter as they pray. 

By roving fancy led, from India's shores 

She sweeps afar, where vast Pacific roars : 

See savage millions sank below the brute, 

In blood alone, and bloodiness acute ! 

From man to ocean, rolls her piercing eye 

Far as the limits of the concave sky : 

The crested billows, sporting o'er the deep; 

Swell high, and curl, and foam, and heave, and sweep. 

Away she bursts, where Montizuma reigned. 
And CoRTEz, Heav'n itself with carnage stained ! 
A trampled race, calls forth the gushing tear — 
Lost race ; without a ray of hope to cheer. 
Ah, christian, robber, w here's the Indian's rioht 
Like shadowy mist, it melts before thy sight ! 
The soil where rests his father's bones are thine* 
He chased the deer, where now thy cities shine ! 
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Dark fated race ! the tomb consumes thee fast--^ 

Thy native jEp-andeur. withers in the blast, 

That sweeps thee from the homes, by time made dearj 

And yet thou art, too proud to shed a tear ! 

Ah, can the christian strange you spurn that creed. 

That urged thy fate, and sanctified the deed : 

Whose votaries fleece thee, and whose avarice grinds— 

Whose pride but scoffs thee, and whose fetter binds! 

Off to the regions of the north, she sweeps 
Where nature, girt in icy bondage sleeps. 
The giant turrets, based on ocean's lair. 
With thousand dyes, stream gaily in the air : 
While round their peaks, the sportive meteor's play, 
And polar sunsets, more than mimic day. 
The glassy mountains, piled to depths unknown, 
Frown o'er the scene, and crack, and rive and groan ! 

Now summer comeb— old ocean nods his head. 
And heaves vast torrents, from his icy bed. 
The riven mountains, clashing, hurling sweep. 
And stunning thunder revels on the deep ! 
The raving tempest swells (he wild uproar. 
And ocean, foams convulsed, from shore to shore : 
The Nereiads startled, shudder in their cave — 
Old father Neptune^ only tempts the wave — 

Now, calmer roll the billows of the sea. 
And nature wakes to short lived liberty. 
Now, bulky monsters, snuff the bubbling tide, 
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And hugely o'er the azur^ surface glide ! 
The tidy vessel bounds upon the wave — 
The sea-green Nerehids, issue from their cave : 
Thus merry all — 'till winter locks the year, 
And binds in chains the elements that cheer ! 

But poised again — above she bends her flight, 

To bathe her pinions in celestial light ! 

A hymn of praise, the sparkling seraph's sing, 

And distant cherubs flutter on the wing. 

Athwart the blazing throne the heralds sweep. 

And bear their messages from steep to steep. 

The shining saints in snowy vesture move, 

And through the court of Heav'n ring notes of lovj^. 

A bow of emerald tints, begirt the throne, 
And lamps of living fire around it shone : 
Hence, from within the thundering voices peal, 
And circling elders, bowing, prostrate kneel. 
Their golden crowns, are cast the throne around, 
And saints, and cherubs, catch the rising sound. 
Of glory — ^glory sounding, ringing high, 
^ili soft-toned music, fills the teeming sky ! 

Amid the crowds of angels, sweeping far, 
Again she wings her way, from star to star * 
The whirling orbs, that run their distant race 
Around the countless suns, that light up space : 
System on system^ beautiful and bright, 

11 
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Disptnsing roand alternate d«y and night — 
With ffwarming millions moving to and fto, 
And chaantingmusiCy gaily as tbej go ! 

Each centre lit up from the throne above 
^fires and receives a bond of matual loveu 
The circling plan etsj woo their sparkling sire, 
And hediffu8«)s toond his martial fire; 
The moons enamoured, changing as thej run, 
Around their parent's court, the bucksom sun : 
Thus, in full chorus, move the hosts of God^ 
And peal the march of ages at his nod ! 

6ome, subtle atheisf , cast your searching eye. 

Along the boundless regions of yon sky. 

What erring chance, called from the vast abyss 

A glorious train of glowing orbs like this 7 

What mystic power could shape, and round and move 

What but eternal God, impelled by love ! 

Thy CHANCK is God ; but God of soul bereft^- 

Tou plunder Heav'n, and glory in the thefl! 

The harmony that reigns, throughout these spheres, 
Makes it not music in thy tingling ears ! 
Coul<^ ACCIDENT Create^ and plan and guide. 
And JRULE these living worlds — so vast — so wide? 
Whence come the fires, that light them into day— 
ConfesH your God, and solve the mystery : 
That God on whom the universe reclines, 
Whose might, reflected in their lustre shines ! 
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On wing again, she plunges far through ipace^ 
From sphere to sphere, down to our planet's place ; 
But k) ! the tempestt lowering dark, is hurled 
Impetuous, sweeping round the trembling world ! 
In stately pomp, first moves the sable clouds. 
And gloomy grandeur, earth and ocean shrouds : 
Then swell the curling vapours, heaped on high^ 
And growl, and whirl, and toss along the sky ! 

The lightning, springing, darts from Heav'n to earth, 

And stunning thunder, bellows in his birth ; 

The whirlwind grasp'd the torrents flaming hair. 

And drags her madly through the raging air ! 

The mountain peaks are shivered in tke shock. 

And earth's proud structures, gleam, and groan, and rock. 

Din, clash, and clatter; revel to and fro. 

And hurl around sad havoc as they go ! 

Ocean, incensed, leaps fiercely to the sky 
To quench the red-hot bolts that thickly fly ! 
In vain, his foaming waters scowl and roar— «- 
The blazing torrents thicken, heavier pouri 
From wave to wave, the bounding thunders leap, 
.^ad wrapt in sheets of fire, the raging deep ! 
The naked bark, hangs groaning in the blasts. 
And every billow, sweeps her shivered masts ! 

Couched on the storm in livid vapors furled,^! 
Thus star-eyed fancy, sees the reeling world : 
A cloud her piliovr, and her lamp the flame> 
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Whick flashed id mystic volumes round her frame t 
While at her feet, the lashing billows scowl. 
And winds and torrents, wildly raving, howl. 
The tempest spent, she springs from ether's steep, 
And plunges headlong in the boiling deep ! 

Now, ocean, and her boundless treasures gleam. 
Reflected in the toiling, broken beam: 
What myriad gems, of bright and varied hue, 
Throughout these channels, burst upon the view 4 
A carpet, thick with starry diamonds, shows 
Its mimic Heai'n, and sparkles as it glows. 
The green-eyed emerald, with its azure light. 
Sheds o'er the scene, the softening tints of night. 

And here again, the veins of virgin gold 
Washed by the tide, their yellow locks unfold. 
Studded with chrysolites of various dye 
That with their lustre woo the amorous eye. 
Cornelians Mushing mix^their crimson ray. 
And flirt with ocean's lordly wave quite gay, 
€lommingling lights and shades, blended combine 
To form « heaven of ocean as they shine. 

Far hence, around the caverns of the deep. 

The scaly monsters prowl about and creep. 

Foul herds, unknown in shape and name, range wide. 

And fiercely snorting, snufi" the bubbling tide ! 

Thp lurid caves of mountain, thickly teem 

With sea-born reptiles, hissing afi they glean! 
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In occiatiy as on earth, the carnage thrivesii 
And li?es are sacrificed, to nurture IWes! 

Alas ! as worms hug close the putrid scull, 

80 finny tribes, rove through yon Tessel's hull. 

How proudly once she rode the swelling waTe— » 

The sea her element — but now her grave ! 

Within her rolling ribs — 'tis thus to die ! 

The bleaching bones of female beauty lie : 

Bones dear to some— now hearsed in gloom beneath-— 

Such is the dark, uncertainty of death ! 

Her tale was thus— the pelting storm ran high, 
And ocean heaved her billows to the sky ! 
The raving air, howl'd fiercely in her shrouds— 
Now plunged beneath, now hanging in the clouds ! 
The shivered masts, swept trailing to the deck ; 
And mountain torrents, lathed the naked wreck : 
The toiling sailors swept upon the wave. 
Sank, vainly ttuggling, to their ocean gravel 

Leashed to the cabin, shuddering Julia lay 
In peaceful torture, all that awful day : 
Toss'd, torn and rent with pain, at length she sank, 
A mangled victim, on the groaning plank ! 
Scarce bad nhe breathed her last — the foaming tide 
Pburing impetuous, through the vessel's side — 
She fills — she whirls — she sinks — the crested mair 
Rolls back, and boils, and bellows o'er the seen? 
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Now, mouating from tfte gloominess beoeatii^ 
Where savage grandeur, hugs eternal death. 
The finny race, crowd round her liquid way. 
And gambol in the tidci and laugh and plaj ! 
The sea, as lit with thousand lovely dyes — 
The willing tribute, of the generous skies — 
Millions oi sunnets spangle on the deep, 
As if the eyes of ocean, woke from sleep 1 

Her pinions drooping, soaked with brine her hair, 
She shakes her dripping locka again in air ; 
And eyes, enraptured, firom the bilfews crests 
A flood of crimson, pouring from the West ! 
Each merry wave, that dances round the gIob<^ 
Glowing with rubies^ sports its saffron robe ; 
Old ocean bathed his brows in molten gotd. 
And hummed, and harped, and sparkled as he roll'd! 

On Meav*B's soft, glowing verge, the broad faced ^n. 
With rapture's richest lustre, mildly shone : 
Around his orb, the blushing crimson, streams , 
And54ill-eyed evening, dallies with his beams; 
Now dipping in the tide, he leaves his ray 
To close the ruby gates of waning day: 
In feilent grandeur, struggling into light. 
Enamoured Venus, strikes the march of nighl 

Hrr plumes now dry, again they fan the deep« 
And tHr away to Chimborazo sweep : 
Verched on its loftiest crag, afar and BeSi'» 
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Prom north to south, tho moon-lit peaks appear f 
Far now the pale cheek'd empress of the night, 
Wooes dale and mountain with her sober light. 
Ten thousand spangled dew drops blaze a&r, 
And e?'rj leaflet, boasts its mimic star ! 

The dark, gray mountains, frownmg as they ris^^ 
Piled up, in awful grandeur to the skies — 
Their aged heads, with hoary tresses crowned, 
Some belching sheets of liquid fire around : 
With depths of gloom, unfathomed. vast, profound. 
Where grumble heavily the ceaseless sound 
Of torrents, tossing through the boundless earthy 
And dire volcanoes, gathering to their birth ! 

The mountain groaned, and reeled, and trembling, heav^ 

Its ashy load, and ceased, as if relieved : 

Then toss the smoky volumes to and fro. 

And bickering thunder, rolls and raves below ! 

Now bursts the flaming pyramid on high, 

And frets, and spouts, and roars along the fiky : 

The fiery torrents, sweep the mountain's sides, 

And boil along the crags, in giant tides ! 

The meteors glowing from their ghastly eyeis, 
Shoot, frisk and gambol, wildly through the skicdl^ 
Tlie moon's pale beams recoiling, break away, 
And seek the distant plains, where all is gay! 
Darkness is left, to revel in his lair, 
Lit only by the dread and hideous glut 
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Of meteors, bathed in fitreims of lurid liffht ; 
And seas of lava, iiowiing iVom the height ! 

Proud, towering Andes ! capp'd with snow or tame. 
How do thy lordly masses put to shame, 
The little mounds, that Europe's prince's throne 
Or mimic warts, that Egypt boasts her own ! 
Thy thousand peaks that claim a vast domain. 
And scowl majestic, o'er the trembling plain, 
Based on the eternal rocks of ponderous earth, 
Bat laagh to scorn, the tempest's savage mirth ! 

fiow nature laboured when thy massive sides, 
Heaved (heir huge members from the roaring tides ; 
And thy vast crags, rose smoking from the deep. 
Heap, fiercely boiling, over giant heap ! 
Pread was thy birth, and terrible the strife, 
That lit thy big proportions into life : 
What countless ages, saw thee rife with fire-— 
Thy steaming summits, tow'ring higher and higher! 

Since then, how many storms, nursed in thy crags. 
Have shivered, quivering, ether into rags ; 
And played, in hideous pastime, round thy girth 
As if to ape the grandeur of thy birth ! 
Where are the men, thai roamed upon thy btse*- 
The yellow men — that gloried in the chase ? 
Pure — ^'till the christian savage taught them crime, 
And pealed the notes of ruin on their dime I 
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Imperial Andes! eould thy peaks disclose 
The plundered Indian's bloody tale of woes^ 
How should the soul of feeling melt to tears. 
As sounds of slaughter, met its shrinking ears ! 
Then dark Pi^arro, and his ruffian train 
Would start to life, and slay, and rob again : 
The vile Valverde, make his warm appeal ; 
And bathe in pagan blood, the christian steel f 

Thus roll the hours, night waning by degrees— r; 
Again her waving pinions cut the breeze ; 
And as the first gay notes of morning chime, 
She furls her plumes, in Afric's sandy clime ! 
From sea to cape, the prowling beasts of night, 
Steal to their lairs before the peeping light ; 
And brutes of reasim, issue into day. 
Bent too on blood — no less intent to slay ! 

From Niger's mouth — the fondling of our age — 
To where the Nile's broad water's swell and rage. 
The swarthy African, o'er desert plains. 
At once the tyrant, and the savage reigns ^ 
Law, right and liberty, are things unknown, 
And every robber, revels o'er his own, 
Until a stronger, thrusts him firom the prize. 
And savage, pierced by savage, vanquished diest 

And yet her forests, ring with merry notes. 
Blending in sweetest strains, from warbling throats ; 
And thousand airy tribes float on the wing^^ 
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And hail the coming day, and chaunt, and sing. 
The glutton Boa, fat and sleek, and grand, 
Drags his huge volumes, slowly o'er the sand ; 
And climbing, coils his giant folds to burst 
Upon the victim, as he slakes his thirst ! 

The chattering monkies, grin, and frisk, and boand. 
And fill the teeming woods with clattering sound. 
Ourang Outang, with all of man, but soul. 
Stalks forth a giant, with his naked pole ; 
And gentler than the savage of his clime, 
Stains not his shaggy hands in conscious crime? 
Now o'er the scene bursts forth the torrid ray. 
That marks the fiery rage of eastern day. 

Up from the blooming sky, Sol swiftly came 
His burning orb one sheet of crimson flame ; 
And streaming, teeming, o'er the living lands, 
Bathed in his glowing light, the dancing sands h 
His richest tints, hung clustering on hislocks. 
Spangling with gems, earth, ocean, shore and rocki 
The blushing east, confessed his warm desires, 
And met his ardent flame with kindred fires ! 

• 

Such is the morn, that gilds her torrid land, 

And such the men, and brutes that crowd her strand : 

2$uch Africa — the mart of human bones — 

Where all is merry else-^man only groans! 

Now fancy, springing, sweeps the northern air. 

O'er desert worlds, and towns, and domes that glare, 
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On princely Blanc^ nbe folds her flagging plume. 
And from its summit scans Europa's doom ! 

Far in the ice-bound regions of the north, 
The savage giantess of modern birth , 
Wields power despotic, o'er her abject slaves : 
And now her bloody flag o'er Poland waves. 
Stem as the blast* that sweeps her native clime. 
Her well-trained legions, rush to blood and crime. 
Ah« strumpet, Russia ! freemen curse thy name — 
Brave bleeding Poland; speaks thy lasting shame ! 

Nad'st thou not hordes enough of savages 
On whom to exercise thy ravages ? 
Or could'st thou not amuse thyself, and tame 
The ruffian, trampled serfe, that are thy shame? 
Barbarian of the North! no lapse of time 
Can wipe away the record of thy crone— 
The annals of the world, will tell the deed — 
The treacherous act that made i Poland bleed { 

And ye too, partners in the plunder — ^ye 
Who loathe the Tery name of Liberty ! 
Leagued in the scoundrel bond that rent to parts, 
The generous Tictim of thy hellish arts. 
Worthy compeers ! taught in thy polished school, 
The dark banditti, learn to rob by rule ; 
For what are ye but robbers t base and vil< 
Te fleece c<»iding Peland, while ye smile I 
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Dark Austria — ^mother of Europa's plots ! 
Where demon policy nicely allots 
The limits, where the clanking chain shall bind, 
And make an engine of that butt — mankind ! 
Thy Metternich, no doubt, is a grand knave — 
A pnnce of thee — 'tis true, thy prince and slave 1 
For what are princes else ? the very tools. 
That tyrants^shape to tread the neck of fools I 

And Prussia-* kindred party in the spoil ! 

How do thy crafty statesmen idly toil 

To screen from man, the chain that binds him fast ; 

And falsely judge the future by the past! 

You knot of despots — ^revel while ye can— - 

Gorge full your pride, and suck the blood of man — 

Live fat upon the blood of toiling slaves — 

A world now own's you, Europe's sovereign knaves ^ 

Ah Greece, thou lovely heir of stock divine ! 
How many heroes swarm along the line — 
From CoDRUs, to the patriot band who flung 
Their bodies in the tomb, where ether rung t 
Each inch of thee is closely wed to fame — 
A blaze of glory, plays around thy name ! 
Spot of my wishes, and my hopes — O cast 
Thy infant vision, on the illustrious past ! 

Look on the monuments your father's reared, 
Now gray with age — by brutes and time impaired ? 
The coil still lives^ where Persia's monarch stood. 
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Lnd saw his legioas, smitten on th^ flood ; ' 

'he tombs, where rest thy pride and glory too, 

k> they not burst in thousands on thy view ! 

7hyself art but a tomb of rich remains — 

Twas well — 'twas well, my Greece, thou burst 4hy chains 1 

Ih, could but :buming accents tell thee how 
fondly doat upon thy glory now ; 
Lnd hug thee to my bosom, as I hail 
The noble deeds that thicken in thy tale \ 
External Greece ! the spot of all this earth, 
That, after one, my heart would sigh for birth : 
Spring nobly from thy weeds, and wave again 
Thy free-born banner over land and main ! 

Nurse liberty with warm and glowing fires — 

She was the darling of thy valiant sires : 

Thy country was her birth place— there alone 

Her streaming lustre brightly beamed and shone ! 

Gem of this globe I thy faults> if faults you have 

Who but the savage brute, would not forgive? 

Farewell, sweet land — farewell to thee and thine; ^ 

And as you sprung, so may you live divine ! 

And thou, O Italy ! what art thou now T i 

An iron sceptre breaks thy coward brow ! 

Qnce at thy feet crouched Europe and her pride — 

Thou then alone wert queen, and none beside. 

Stunned by thy blows, all Africa was still ; « 

And Asia bowed, submissive to thy will ! 

12 
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O Gods ! how art dioa fallen^ smk mUfW 
la livid seas of infamy and wo ! 

If thou but raised thy anna, the nation's sboolrl 
And to thy mercy cast a suppliant look. 
Kings, princes, tyrants, ?ied to own thy sway ; 
And crowded empires, humble homag<e {Niy f 
Thy gifts were crowns ; and at thy bidding Ite^ 
States sunk or rose, and kingdoms pined or grM^I 
Sea, with thy naVies corered, tossed alid 'grodn^ 
And ALL the world, thy might and prowess afmiffii 

But now, a race thy sires call savage, rove 
In ev'ry town, and gleam in ev'ry grove ! 
The Austrian soldier, awes thee into peace, 
More savage than the Turk, who trod on Gfeeeer 
But Greece is free — and you still hug yoor nhiinfs 
Still o'er the fields, the savage tyrant reigns : 
His war-horse treads upon the tombs of thoJBO, 
Who hewed their way, through heaps of MU^gfteW 

-0 Italy ! the soft, bright tints of day 
Still gaily o'er thy lovely dwelling play : 
Thy ruins frown majestic where have trod. 
Illustrious heroes— -each a demi-god ! 
And thou art hung m chains — thy glory goM— 
Except what lives upon the page alone I 
Thy page ! ah, there enough survives to be 
Tby drowsy seul to feats of fatriot irk ! 
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On France, Napolvom:, like a meteor, eamey 

And bathed her glowing locks in lambent flame'. 

All Europe trembled 'fore her mighty tread ; 

And prostrate sovereigns, bow'di and begged, and Uet; 

Tbe NORTHERN SAVAGE, felt hct members shake,. 

And sickly Britain, saw her all at stake : 

Fent in a fold, dark Austria, couched an4 gitred^ 

And bit her chain, and grinned, and gzowltd a|id 



Napoleon weal, and Europe^a hounds ag^ 
Unleashed, preyed savagely from plain to pl^l 
France gleamed with hostile arms — a moving 
Upon her sail ten tfaovaand flags unibrled 
Ail Europe maatered. thickly to the fight ; 
For nothing else could crush her giant mighl. 
She sank but sank in glory— even now 
A flood of lustre bathes her nartial brofrl 

Singly the coward nf tKURs dare Ml meet, 

OMvith her pfOfftmi Ul ^ Mi oempilil 

ii took a coalitioi^af th^m all, 

CeHtenled too by gold^ at '^ritaio's eall. 

Brave, generous FhancbI yoo flirt witk Britiio jHMy 

Who TOHB the living lustre from thy brow ; 

And yon forget Nhp6keon^ now no moire. 

Who, when alivOf emhfteed thee to adored 

A female erm is ehaking Spanish ch aim >' 
Spain, leap to life agaiOy a woman reigns! 
Ifcnsb lo her aid ; for once thy ehival^ 
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Shone over Europe, bright as sparkling flaj. 
Shiver the fetters that have bound thy frame, 
And with thy rising glory, blot thy shame ! 
Thy orange groves, and rosy meadows shine, 
And blush to own, that bondage e'er was thine ! 

Ah, Britain— lordly mistress of the wave-^ * 
TIm aoul of envy must confess thee brave \ 
But red with gore, thy guilty laurels nod, 
And in thy passion, thoii hast pierced thy God ! 
That thou art great — I dare not well deny, 
That thovart just— ah Britain, Britain sigh ; ' 
For thou might'st shine, the wonder of oar age/ 
Ccmld'Stthou but wipe Hibernia from tky page! 

Thy pride and pomp, thy poverty and rags, 

In one Tastmass, thy sickly canvas drag*. 

Within thy frame, the seeds of foul decay, 
Are fattening into life each rolling day f 
Your quackery hastens; what you would prevent, 
For Heav'n is brooding o'er thy punishment : ^ 
Ko'hand can stay the elements that jar — ' 
Tour rotting fabric needs recruiting war !'■ 

Thus spoke, she Eurq>e, and her states and thrbiiea. 
In mingled, varying, harsh and tender tones. 
Saw, luxury and want, stare each on each : 
And states, like men, their' fellow states o'^iHoacIl I 
The toiling peasant, and the shining peer^ 
In dark hostility, from year to year. 
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JIoTe mingling on, yoked oddly to their graves — 
Squai in that, and this — that both are slaves ! 

Stung with the sight, from Blanc she sprang again, 
And waved her spangling plumage o'er the plain : 
By Brussels glittering domes, she swiftly flew. 
Until her eye-balls flashed on Waterloo! f r,' 

Then from its loftiest mound, trembling snnreyedy 
The iHristling heights, where thousands were arrayed ; 
And soon recalled the horrors of that night 
When curdling havoc, soaked the field of fight ! 

Here, thrice ten thousand mangled wretches lay 
To tell of arms, of arms and victory ! 
The reeking soil drank seas of human blood, 
And shattered skulls are mangled in the mud. 
In crowding heaps, the dying and the dead 
Lie torn and bleeding on their gory bed : 
Their streaming wounds gape redly on Uie eye, 
And tell of arms, of arms and victory ! 

Far o'er the fields the implements of strife. 
In shivered firagmeots, gleam with human life : 
The wounded charger, nnarting with his pain. 
In neighing, fiiry, gallops o'er the slain ! 
The groans of thousands, mingling as they rise. 
Rend trembling ether round from earth to skie§ : 
The prayers of the dying, mount on hi{(h 
To tell of arms^ of arms and victory ! 

12» 
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• 

What female forma wade through the fory ibqA 
Whose torchea glare, upon thia aoene of bloo4 • 
Theae are the wives of heroea* alain in fight — 
How ghaatijr glares in blood that hideoua light I 
And ha ! they gaze intently oo each boa ; 
And trickeling tears, in showers, eaeh other iihaae\ 
See, how these wretched females aob and aigh ; 
And dMs of arms, of armaand victory I 

Once more, on wisg, again her piniona aweep 
To fair Columbia, o'er the heaving deep ; 
And in the cottage couched before her lord. 
Furls up her plumea, obedient to hia wotd 1 
Thus genius, borne on fency, darea to rovo. 
And revel through the worlds below, 
Making or day, or night as fancy may 
Upon her burning orbs, impaaaioned play I 



Great mother ^the shining 
From whom the love of mankind took ita birth<->» 
Fair, blooming Genius! babe of Heav'nly race- 
Unshackled by the bounds of time and plaool 
O may that soul abide with man onlil 
Time shall thy circling periods here fidfil— 
Then wing thy way with him, to rea)aHi of lofiat 
And see thy common throne <rf light aboiro I 
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BOOK I. 

His was as proud a heart as ever beat — * 
As firm as adamant— »a heart complete ! 
But it was tender too, and raild and kind — 
By ev'ry nobler sentiment refined. 
A heart, whose steady blaze of firiendship, told 
The owner cast in nature's purest mould. 
No dark deception lurked within, unseen — 
No taint of envy there had ever been; 
Pure as a liquid stream of virgin gold, 
As rich, as rare its crimson current rolFd ! 
His manly features bold, expressive, clear, 
Told intrepidity, but nought of fear — 
His portly form, in just accordance, showed 
A gracefulness and elegance bestowed. 
An eye, whose eagle vision, keen and bright, 
Flashed, like a kindling meteor, on the sight; 
A forehead, lofty, prominent and square, 
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His was as proud a heart as ever beat — * 
As firm as adamant— «a heart complete ! 
But it was tender too, and mild and kind — 
By ev'ry nobler sentiment refined. 
A heart, whose steady blaze of friendship/ toiii 
The owner cast in nature's purest mould. 
No dark deception lurked within, unseen — 
No taint of envy there had ever been; 
Pure as a liquid stream of virgin gold, 
As rich, as rare its crimson current loWd ! 
His manly features bold, expressive, clear, 
Told intrepidity, but nought of fear — 
His portly form, in just accordance, showed 
A gracefulness an<i elegance bestowed. 
An eye, whose eagle vision, keen and bright, 
Flashed, like a kindling raeteory on the sight; 
A forehead, lofty, prcNuinent and square, 
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Showed that a large derelopement was there; 
Bat this hu flaxen locks of auburn hue. 
In tbicii: profusion, half concealed from riew. 
These were the graces that adorned his frame-*- 
He was a youth — Hamilcar was his name. 

Though young, he had read much, and studied more 

Pondering of God and Nature, o'er and o'er< 

The darkest mysteries woo his ardent lore : 

He sighed to fathom all — !>elow — aborel 

Of mind methodical, exact and strong, 

He thought he could discern the right from Wfoag, 

beep were the labouring thoughts within his soul ; 

He owned no law, but reaaoB's— no control 

But what the inconstant lights of iUfowLUMM giro** 

He was a freeman, yet he was a slave ! 

Of rulgar souls he spurned the mean rostraini-^ 

AJorer of hie God, ahhough no saM» 

Great were his candid doubts, but greatet stil 

His power of argument, and reasoning wkUl. 

Taught in philosophy's induotire sohooi, 

He loved to think — he recogiiiaed no nife; 

But that deduced from facts already kaowB— ^ 

If he had doubts — these doubts were all his oii#» 

Too generous to v'ound the christian's brea3t 

He never had his secret thoughts confess'd : 

A shade of cold indifierence c^mcenlei 

The hidden thoughts, his soul had ne'er revetM, 

Too proud to stoop, to stem dogmatic tntm^ 

He ehose a eonstant, fi«sd) delermw>f<:fl|M> : 



143 

Pfobed thoroughly the motives of mankiad — 
Intensely mused of matter, and of mind. 
Oft raised the reil, that hung upon the past ; 
And o'er a ranquished world his vision cast ; 
Saw God's unbounded love, in nature's scheme. 
And all creation, with existence teem— 
Tea, felt his very presence, as by touch. 
His mighty, grasping powers of soul are sucM 

His closet intimates knew not hishear^., . 

And yet he felt a pleasure to impart. 

His copious knowledge, when it gave not pain-^ 

Surcharged with matter, still he was not vain ! 

His relatives alone, who felt him great, 

Wept tears of anguish, o'er his awful fate: 

But smiling on the little band, his eye 

Was bent, with sturdy confidence, on high! 

Impetuous as the billow of the deep, 

Or torrent hurling down the mountain's steeps 

His passions, bursting ev'ry feeble bar. 

Sweep him from virtue's nobler path's afar : 

But native energy, and hope divine, 

Around his darkest wanderings brightly shine : 

With double lustre, from his weeds he roM 

At Qnce triumphant o'er himself and foes. 

To conquer self, is ma nkind's^ highest fame; 
For self and vice, are synonimes — the same ! 
A vict'ry o'er the passions is a wreath, 
That smoothes to peace the startling hour of death. 
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To vanquish others is a short lived strife — * 
To vanquish subtle self, demands a life ! 

But let me to the gay Hamilcar's tale ; 

For, to this flimsy age, dry truths are stale — 

LuciNDA saw and loved him : every art 
To soothe the gentle tumult of her heart, 
Unconscious of the cause, she tried in vain ; 
Each feebler effort, but augments the pain ! 
A sweet delusion hung around each thought : 
She dreamed of wants, but knew not what she sought. 
Of\ would she sit, and gaze upon the air — 
A vacant, grave, intense and silly stare: 
Ofl breathe the heaving sigh, and inly weep ; 
Scant was her appetite, disturbed her sleep. 
Her fitful life was one continued dream ; 
Without a ray of hope, a single gleam. 
To cheer the drooping spirits sunk so low ; 
And yet though sad, you could not call it wo ! 
For, buried in romance, her fluttering heart 
In tremulous emotions, felt no smart. 
She hugged with rapture every rising sigh. 
And when the moisture started in her eye, 
'Twas not the tear of anguish — O, no, no — 
It was a passion far remote from wo ! 
She loved to weep : a flood of rolling tears 
Th») bosom torn with sad distraction, cheers. 
Looks are the food of love : a stolen glance. 
Pierces the tender bosom like a lance ; 
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But BOt so with Lucinda— 43he ne'er knew 
The thrilling rapture of a lo?er^s view ! 
Hamilcar seen but okce, had lit a flame , 
Which burned incessantly, unurged, the same. 
She loved intensely, yet she knew it not ; 
Hers was a hopeless and a piteous lot ! 

A parent's anxious eye beheld with grief, 

Htir pallid cheeks, and sought to give relief. 

He caught the burning sigh, which half supprois'dy 

A secret source of misery confessed. 

The hectic flush, the wild and absent gaze— 

The shade of grief that o'er her features strays, 

Told a sad tale of tumult and of strife — 

A canker eating at the seat of life ! 

Clasping his pining orphan to his breast, 

With gushing tears, his child he thus addressed — 

My dear Lncinda ! O my life, ray joy — 

Surviving image of my wife — my boy — , 

Both mouldering in the dust of yonder moun^. 

Where their sweet relics sanctify the ground ! 

Say, will you leave me too f — child of my heart, . 

Tell your old parent where you feel the smart I 

Live, live, my fair Lucinda, 'till I die — 

This little hand should close my aged eye : 

Do the last filial rites tipon my tomb— 

Survive itself — survive, be blessed and bloom ! 

Ah, pour the secret in a father's ear : 

Say, is there anght a father should not hear ? 

13 
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I am thy pareBt, lofdy girl — my hetn, 
lartakes thy pain, partakes thy thrilling smart ^— - 
Tou cannot ask me aoght I shall not give, 
Speak my Lucinda, tell thy griefs and life ! 
If any hidden passion blights thy frame. 
Be candid with me, girl, and own the flaqie'-^ 
Your father is no tyrant, child : thy choice 
Is his — in that, he asks no curbing voice I 

Lucinda, sobbing, flung around his neck 
Her snow-white arms, unsullied by a speck : 
And thus, in broken accents, weeping, said* 
Father, why break the slumbers of the dead 1 
Some day I hope to join that little choir, 
And chaunt the anthem to my hea?enly sire. 
You, Jbther, shall be there — we'll sing, we'll singj, 
In bursts of holy rapture to our King ! 
Mother shall smile upon Lucindathen, 
And I shall hug my rosy brother Ben ! 

for that hour ! — But, father, it is vain. 
You bid me tell the sources of my pain : 

1 feel no torment — no, my tender sire- 
It is a slow, enchanting, holy fire : 

It plays about my heart, a gentle flame — 
I own its sway, but cannot tell its name I 
I shall not die — no, no— I shall not die— 

come, my parent, cheer — ^you must not pigh*— 

1 shall not leave thee — O no — no— no- 
Father, we shall, we shall together go-* 
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Together shall we enter heavenly bliss-^ 
O think, my tender parent, think of this ! 

She ceased : and tried to force a languid smtlefi*. 

Her father's sad distraction to beguile. 

He saw her pious efforts, and would fain. 

Have smiled upon his lovely child again :- 

But ah, his anxious bosom sorely rent, 

Sought consolation from the firmament I 

Vnwilling to augment her tender thrill, 

He smoothed his forehead with a parent's skill : 

And, stamping ob her lips a pious kiss, 

Left her to weep o'er thoughts of heaven and bliss ! 

Lucinda was a maid, scarce now fifteen- 
Had from her father's mansion, seldom been : 
A simple, pure, unspotted, lovely flower. 
As ever bloomed in nature's fragrant bower; 
She was the darling of a mother's eye. 
Ere icy death had closed her destiny. 
That mouther's love had stored her infant breast, 
With virtuous principles — the choicest, best 
Religion, with her train of pious love. 
E'en firom her childhood, turned her hopes above. 
Hers was the pure devotion of the heart — 
The incense of the soul, devoid otartf 
She never dared to cheat her God : she knew 
An individual tribute was his due. 
Too chaste of soul, she never stooped to seize 
The scandal tale, and bruit it to the breeze : 



148 

Bat if she heard her neighbor's lackless lot-** 
She shed a tear of sonrqw for the blot : 
This, she had heard her mother saj, was best-— 
A mark of piety — the christian's leal! 

Her persoifr was about the middle size-* 
Jet black her hair, and sparkling black her ejes^ 
Her features delicate, well turned and neek> 
A touch of kindling sympathy bespeak. 
Lucinda was of ^lender shape^ and neaU— 
What lovely hands, and pretty little feet ! 
Her mimuers graceful, winning, gentle, kind, 
Ga?e a just portrait of her tender mind. 
Her sylph-like beauty all who saw confessed — 
Where'er she moved, she was admired, caressed. 
Ketinng, modest, tranquil and sedate, 
Nought could depress her, nought could elevate : 
Except a father's moist or beamimg eye— • 
This lit a smile that stirred the burning sigh ! 
But ah, alas ! how changed; how altered now— 
What anxious cares distract that shining brow ! 

Lucinda's edueation— solid, good. 

Embraced the elegant, without the crude. 

Her native tongue she spoke and wrote with sitS— 

In all submissive to her father's will : 

Who, learned himself, delighted to impart 

His store of knowledge to her eager heart ; 

And, conscious of the useful, had her taught 

AH that a maid should know — all that she soughl^ 
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The floft'ning charms of music's tpudiing thrill, 
At once proclaimed her fenrer and her skill ; 
And when she moved upon the trembling floor^ 
Yon might not love her, but you must adore ! 
'T is true she danced; she was no silly fool. 
Raised in the stnpid, wild enthusiast's school ! 
She feared not to c(»iuningle with her kind — 
Her heart was steeled with virtue, pure her mind. 
No vicious impulse e'er defiled her frame — 
Her's was a bright, ethereal, virtuous flame ? 
Such was Lucinda : such the lovely maid. 
That through a maze of love and rapture strayed. 

Months rolled away and yet Lucinda pined-^ 
A soft delusion wrapt her anxious mind. 
Her father saw and pitied, wept and grieted^ 
Deplored the pangs he fain would have relieved; 
Besought his wasting daughter to disclose, 
The secret mystery of her hidden woes ; 
Implored her, by the spirits gone to rest, 
To ease the racking tortures of his breast ; 
Hinted his fears ; and told her if she died— 
His heart would burst — he'd perish by her side I 
My dear Lucinda, well, too well I know, 
Love has diffused around thy heart a glow 
Of myatic rapture, keen, ecstatic, warm, 
Deep in thy soul, my child, abides the charm ! 
I see it in thine eye, thy blush, thy tear^— 
Unfold the secret to a fkther's ear ! 

13* 
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Liteindt, birtssed by her father's grief, 
Would fain have lent his aching soul relief. 
But what, what could she say, she had not said ; 
And yet her father's restless bosom bled. 
Yet still, in solemn strains, she urged once more^ 
The simple tale of troth she told before 
Father, said she, you sting me to the heart : 
Your grief but fixes here a cruel smart, 
I cannot quench the fire that flames within — 
To rob me of its rapWre were a sin ! 
I own its mystic influence>.aadXfeeI 
Its wasting impulse on my vitals steal ! 
But, O my sire, I solemnly protest 
No single object sways my burning breast ! 
Tistrue I dream sometimes of one sweet form, 
Crossing my sight, like meteor in a storm : 
But then 'tis gone, and then, my tender sire. 
It is the sparkling merely of the fire ! 
A freak of fancy's airy mould, which life 
Begets, when wrapt infields of dreammg strife t 
Grieve not, my parent, I shall yet rejoice 
Beneath the blessings of thy cheering voice; 
I'll live for thee, my sire, I'll live for thee i 
Few yet shall be as blessed, as well as we ! 

This was enough, he wished to hear no more — 
She never dropp'd a hint like this before. 
A glimpse of solace shot athwart his mind— • 
Ho might the causes of her anguish find. 
The quick conceiving parent, eager caught 
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a' simple schexpe, with hope and profit fraugbCr 

And, waving joyously his aged head, 

He thus addressed kis lovely child, and said — 

Lucinda, wipe away that starting tear — 

I have a piece of work for thee, my dear. 

This, scarcely uttered, up Lucinda spruBg, 

And round his neck her arms impassioned flung. 

Say, father, say the work— I long to hear 

The little task salute my ravished ear I 

So winning was the smile, that lit her eye — 

It spoke so much of glory and the sky. 

Her parent, lost in transport, thought of bliss : 

And thanked his God, that angel look was his ! 

But now, emotion cooling in his breast, 

Lock'd in his arms, his child he thus addressed.-— 

Lucinda, draw a likeness of that form 

So mocks thy gaze, like meteor in a storm— 

And give it me ; I long to see it, child — 

That is the phantom has thy soul beguiled ! 

Ah * — why that blush, Lucinda — why that blush f 

What makes thy crimson life thus fitiiil rush 

Upon thy ghastly, blanched, and death-pale cheek t 

Come, my Lucinda, speak, my daughter, speak ! 

Well, then, I won't insist : the likeness draw^ 

And let it be the very form you saw. 

Tis drawn already, sir,- she trembling said ; 
And, UAshing deeply, hung her drooping bead ! 
TbdirawB idreadj — ha( the task is done 
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My girl, before I thought you had begun ! 

Drawn where, ray child, come quickly; where, O wberel 

She 8ofUy whispered, here, my fiither, here ! 

'Tis true, around her neck the likeness hung. 

On the same chain that held her mother's, strung f 

Ae quickly caught the prize, intensely gazed : 

And for a time was lost in mild amaze; 

But soon a flush of pleasure o'er his heart, 

Dispelled, at once, a parent's piercing smart ; 

His eye, in tender passion, beamed with y>y 

As he beheld the portrait of a boy. 

Such as might grace the sceptre, or the throne : 

For^ as he gazed, he thought upon his own ! 

Lncinda, now confused, afraid to speak, 

Felt all her life rush headlong to her cheek : 

But, gathering boldness from a parent's look. 

She could no longer dreadful silence brook. 

Father, I own that poi trait drawn by me. 

And such, in wildering dreams I often see : 

Not dull as there, but teeming full of life. 

And far beyond the artist's eager strife : 

More bright, more beautiful more heavenly miM 

Than eTer.oro9sed television of your child ! 

pirdon me» my sire — you know my heart, 

1 have no othcMT secrets to impart. 
Nc\*ho — ^you now have all : I cannot grant 

A -joon, for which I know your soul will pant : 
Ask me hot that — ^ifliffleed, indeed, 'tis vain— 
O fither^ y(m must spare your girl that paini^ 
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Lucinda'd father dared not to repljr 
Though kindling pleasure sparkled in his eye ; 
But, folding in his arms, his weeping child 
Simply ezclamed— cheer up, my girl, and smiled ! 
Then, leaving her, in still retirement, sought, 
A respite to the thrills of anxious thought. 

While pondering o'er this strange mysterious scene. 

And on the likeness gazing oft between ; 

A stranger was announced, on business come — ■ 

In haste, a distance from his father's home. 

Ambrose, descending, gazed upon his guest. 

And fain would have the blooming youth caressed ; 

He shook with passion to the very core. 

Striving in vain, his calmness to restore ! 

He thought upon his boy, long gone to rest. 

And deep emotion, heaved his aged breast ; 

And struggling to conceal his feelings sow. 

He shook his hand, and made the accustoro'd bow. 

Both now were seated, when the stranger said — 

That little matter has me hither led: 

I mean that which — dear sir, are you not well ? 

You look — permit me sir, to ring the bell T 

By this, Ambrose had sunk back on his chair. 

Fixing upon the youth a ghastly stare : 

Who, springing to the bell, rang shrill and loud-^ 

Such as might rouse the sleeper in his shroud. 

Lucinda startled, flew in haste betow. 

Nor were the servants of the nansion slow : 
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All flocked around. Lucinda, wild with grief, 

In tears and lamentations, sought relief. 

Meantime, the Stranger busied to impart, 

The soft alleriation of his art, 

Used all his skill, and not without success ; 

For soon returning life, his efforts blest. 

Her father now restored, Lucinda's eye 

Was turned in grateful rapture to the sky ; 

JBut wand'ring round, soon caught the manly brirw 

Which shone to ber with double lustre nowl 

O what a thrill — O what « tender smart. 

From this sweet look, convulsed her burning heart 

But when he raised his eye — O such a blaze — 

She shrunk, recoiling from the melting gaze ! 

The pleasing truth now flashed upon her brain — 

There stood the youth, she oft had sought in Tain ! 

Yet she had seen that eye, that brow before—- 

She saw again, and saw but to adore ! 

A charming exstacy spread o'er her frame*. 

Adding fresh fuel, to the former flame ! 

The stranger now advancing^-^-sir, 'twere best 
To seek your chambef , and indulge in rest : 
A feverish excitement stirs your blood — 
Repose and quietude, dear sir, were good. 
This said, reclining on the stranger's arm. 
The old man felt his anxious bosom warm 
With gratitude and love to one so kind — 
A youth, and yet of such exalted mind ! 
O it might be that hand should soothe his yea^ 
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And stem the current cf perplexing cares ! 

Now* in his room, he, turning to his guest^ 

In feeble words, the etranger thus addressed. — 

Young man, I once possessed a son like theo— 

A son, who was extremely dear tome ; 

Bathe long since has sought yon starry dome. 

And been transplanted to a happier home. 

I need not tell you, friend, he was a child 

Such as but seldom on a parent smiled. 

A blooming boy ! the cherub of my life-«- 

The early idol of my pious wife : 

Her image too : they both, my friend, are gone 

And here, Ambrose is left to mourn alone. 

Alone except this angel weeping here. 

Who to my aged soul, ib doubly dear ! 

He stq>p'd, and marked the stranger's thrilling eye 

Upon Lucinda fixed— the tear — the sigh. 

Then brightening up his countenance, he said*>— 

But it is vain, to sorrow for the dead. 

Young man, you must remain with me to night. 

You can be off by times at mcnrning's light-* 

fifo— no— -Lucinda, interrupting, sighed, 

Father these mornings are too cold lo ride— 

May be the stranger is not pressed with haste : 

A few brief hours with us were not a waste ! 

Lucinda, true — Ambrose with joy replied ; 

The eager youth assenting, bowed and sighed.- 

Ambrose then said—- down to my study lead 
Our guest : there may he diUnly m^se or lead. 
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While I court nature for a ebon repeee 
That sweetest soother of our thriKBg woes! 
Fair yoath, content thyself— be here*al hom»— 
Where'er you wish, arouad niy dwellings roam. 
Excuse the frailties of the aged and weak ; 
But wipe that tear-drop irom thy manly cheeks- 
Ha, both in tears ! two hearts so tender, knd— 
This shows, indeed, a unity of mind ! 
The stranger bowing, hastily retired, 
At once, by burning loTe and rapture fired ; 
And, bursting into tears, he tried in rain 
The tumult of his passion to restrain. 
Lucinda too, forsook- her sire to weep. 
Who sofUy sunk into the arms of sleep. 

An hour or more trampired— -Ambrose awoke. 

When the late scene upon his senses broke. 

Impatient to behdd the yooth again. 

Although* the interview should stir muek paiiH'- 

Soon by the stranger's side; he, smiling stood. 

Who sat reclining in a peasiTe mood. 

An interchange of kind inquiries past, 

Ambrose a look of searching keennees east 

Upon the young man's brow : in hopes to trtee 

Some recollection of his kin and race. 

This done in vain, a conTorsa^n rose 

On man — his paasioMi, habits, pleasares, woes, 

Ambrose astonished, gazed upon the youth. 

An 02(1 philosopher ,dietating truth 1 

So JuB of matter loo— Mcfa xising thongirt 
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Seemed from the fire of anciefti sages caogfat 
What eloquence— diffuse^ engaging fine- 
It thrilled upon his ear, as if dirine ! 
But when the youth said in a chastened key*- 
Tes sir, it erer has appeared to roe ^ 
Man is a noble being : great of heart— 
Father of science, literature and art. 
filature herseT^ were but luxurious waste, 
She only shines adorned by human taste ! 
Mark how he grasps the lightning of the sky ; 
And. daring, scans yon blazing arch on high : 
Soars through the regions of unmeasured space: 
And by his knowledge, points the comet's place : 
InTerts the eye within, and sifts with art, 
The subtle workings of the human heart : 
Plunges through oceans of dark mystery^ 
Dragging from night, the lustre of the day 1 
Again sir, mark him as he treads the eartk- 
His noble mein attests his Heav'nly birth. 
Of angel form : He next in order stands, 
Claiming dominion over sea and lands ; 
And who gainsays his edicts?— none, sir, none— 
He stands creation's lord—unmatched— alone ! 

Ambrose amazed, delighted, full of joy, 
To find such grand ideas in a boy, 
The chat now changed : and asked for what he capie 
His lineage, prospects, history, and name. 
The youth replied— I come sir for a friend. 
Who I am well aware would not offend, 
'Grainst you or yours: it was a boyish freak-* 

14 



158 

I know the young mtn gentle^ htrmlem, oiMk— 
O'Hara is my frrand— my cham, and I 
Could in his quarrel well afTord to die?— 
Young man, no nK>re; 'tis thine alone to ask 
ForgiTeness— mine to grant, the pleasant task. 
But there was one Hamilcar, too-^I'm toJd, 
Though young in years, in vicious lewdness old. 
The youth, now radd'ning, quickly thus replied: 
But, ere he spoke, kis bosom heaTing, sighed-— 
Yes, sir, I know htm well; he asks you nought*— 
He never yet from man a favor sought; 
But, sir, he's not the soul those idiots think««- 
The common rahble in his nostrihi stink! 
I own him independent, free and brare^ 
To headlong passion, sir, alone a slave. 
He yet may burst that bandage; he is mild— 
Of Go.d, not cut*throat man the fowly diild ! 
Forgive me, sir^t warmed my heart to hear 
Aught disrespectful of a friend so dear! 

Ambrose rejoined-4 like thy generous Msl, 
Who can resist pure friendship's warm apperft 
All are forgiven— but O fair youth^ go on, 
I long to hear of thee, and thine alone. 
The stranger soft'ning down kis anxious ikee^ 
Told o'er his parentage, descent and race. 
Ambrose, in raptures, seized his bummg hanfl; 
And, breathless, thrice repeated the demand. 
The son of Artruii Edmiivston! what joy 
To be the parent of so bright a boy! ; 
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air youtby thy father waa ny young compeer^ 
^e played together, boy, fiMr many a year, 
know him well— as brare as he is kind-^ 
noble, elevated, generous mind ! 
he stranger, smiling, bowed— and thns again : 
trace my history, would but give thee pain; 
lit I shall touch it lightly, as I ought, 
tale, with light and shade, profusely fraught. 

student, from my cradle, full of life — 

soul with tyrant passion still at strife: 

loved to study man and nature too, 

bis predilection to a habit grew. 

nd chiefly man: he gave me ample ground, 

It to his bosom soon the key I found. 

r, in prosperity, you cannot trace 

be dark deception of the human race: 

an will then &wn upon you — subtle knave, 

es, yes, he'll cower down, like the cringing slave; 

lit change the scene— -your faithless friends are gone, 

Ad where are you ?— deserted, scorned, alone! 

iversity 's a rich, and wholesome school, 

ich lesson there begets a golden rule: 

sir, one day with her is worth an age— 
le decks with boys the temples of the sage; 
iversity has charms and profits too — 
le only to mankind affi>rds the clue! 

ild, playful, jocose, frolicsome and gay» 
ev'ry thing I had/ 1 took my way: 
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Regardlcw of the fiitare, or the past. 

The sport of ev'ry veering, fitful blastl 

lilt from the world 1 oftentimes retired, 

By literature and high ambition fired. 

Whole months together I have pored and read, 

Scarce giving ta repose my aching head. 

While others slept, my restless soul has wrought. 

And in the closet, solid knowledge sought. 

E'en in my wildest moments, I have tried 

2k)me mystery of science to decide: 

Unknown to all, and knowing all, I took 

Into the soul of man, a piercing look. 

Thiis pass'd my boyish days — and now, a num^ 

1 much approve the subtle course I ran; 

Men stared to see me sink — they little knew— 

To RISE, I only sought the secret clue! 

You ask my prospect, sir — they are not scant- 
ily bosom, steeled by habit, fears not want. 
Live but some years, my lustre you may eye* 
As, wrapped in Ught, I soar up to the sky! 
The confidence of genius warms my frame: 
I foster, sir, with care, her generous tlame. 
No rules can bind me — nothing can restrain*- 
To crawl down in the mud is harrowing pain; 
My soul ne'er yet could brook a cramping chain. 
I know the little squad of babbling fools, 
Impotent curs, who lie and hate by rules; 
AH men are so, except the genial few, 
Who^ bckra ta hoaor^ honor's paths pussue. 
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The blushing youth an instant hung his head. 
And in an under tone, desponding, said — 
You ask my name; but, sir, you roust not start. 
When I the dreadful slanderous sound impart. 
Take not this blush, sir, as the blush of shame — 
I own Hamilcar Edminston my name! 

The old man, now confused, could not reply. 
His agitation caught the stranger's eye; 
Who quickly said — sir, wherefore thy distress? 
Say, have I done or said aught thai 's amiss? 
No, no, — ^ Ambrose rejoined — but ah, forgive, 
I would not hurt thy feelings, boy, and live! 
The tale was told me by — I know not whom-*- 
Some bitter foe of thine, I should presume: 
But, oh, fair youth, thy face proclaims the lie-^ 
More like, my boy, a tenant of the sky! 
Hamilcar interrupting — Sir, dismiss 
These touching symptoms of acute distress. 
I cannot bear to see thy bosom rent — 
Each pang to me is thrilling punishment. 
The father of my lore — what do I hear — 
What sounds are these salute my astonished ear? 
Ambrose exclaimed—or have i been deceived? 
In that of which I fain would have believed. 

My zeal, sir, bore me farther than I meant: 

And yet I fain would not the words- repent! 

Hamilcar, sighing, said; and paused, to seize 

The sounds that must forever wound or ease! 

14» 



Young man, thy Candor is a pledge of truth, 

I love the fiery frankness of thy yonth : 

And would be traly prood any boy to own 

A child like thee — yes, proad to call thee son ! 

You have no bar in me, Hamilcar, no-*- 

Count me thy steady friend, but not thy foe. 

No thanks, Hamilcar, none! — hut quick, explain* 

How you contrived Lucinda's heart to gain. 

Lucinda's heart, then mine ! O were that so 

This earth to me indeed were Heav'n below! 

Lovely Lucinda — charmer of my life — 

Hamilcar were too blessed to call thee wife ! 

The youth impetuous, breathed, with warm desire^ 

Shed from the glowing blaze of love's own fire. 

Then thus — I never won thy daughter's love, 

That this is true, I can appeal above : 

1 never saw but once that sparkling eye. 

That threw around my life a mystery. 

*Tis now twelve months and more, smce first I gazed 

Upon those charms that >>ack in rapture blazed ; 

And in the little village boiling springs — 

The name upon my ear with pleasure rings ! 

'Twas there I first beheld your blooming child ^ 

There first my tender bosom was beguiled. 

I saw, and I adored — a burning flame 

Of mingled exstacy shot through my frame. 

O sir, if e'er you fell the tender smart, 

That twines around the lover's anxious heart. 

You know my feelings since — shut out from hope. 
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And left in dark uncertainty to grope t 
For from that moment, until this, no ray 
Of cheering expectation, lit my way. 
Too proud to own my love, I tried to hid 
Each feeble straggle but augments its tide : 
Ah sir, 'twas vain to combat — ev'ry hour 
Increased the gentle tyrant's mystic power ! 

€> shall I e'er forget that stolen glance. 
That pierced my genial bosom like a (ance, 
Shot from thy angel's eye ! I often strove 
To urge my heart, it spoke a tale of love, 
Twelve months I've feasted on that look alom 
It has around my heart in lustre shone. 
To day has ?idded to the charm divi)ie : 
I feel its melting rays more fiercely shine ; 
Each roll'mg hour, the tumult swells more high — 
My sweetest soother, is the burning sigh ! 

My sire, when first I saw your lovely child 

My youthful heart was freakish, p}ayful,wild ; 

But soon a pensive melancholy stole, 

Unfelt, unseen, and wrapt about my souh 

I loved to stroll down by the murm'ring brook. 

Forsaking all of life — by all forsook ! 

There oft reclining, I have lived on sighs, 

While floods of tear-drops roll'd down from my eyes : 

Thert oft in fancy stamped the virtuous kiss ; 

And dreamed alone of rapture, love and bliss. 

O scenes of transport ! if a wand' ring ray,- 
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From holy Heav'o, illunes our mortal clay, 
'Tis that enchanting, pure and sacred flame, 
That fires to virtuous love the human frame ! 

soul of rapture ! caught but to expire 
tShed o'er my life, thy pure angelic fire ! 

Sire, e'er this time thy mansion I had sought. 
And from thy lips the doubtful answer caught ; 
But honor sir forbade : though rent with grief. 
By falsity, I dare not seek relief! 
Plunged headlong in the vortex of a life^ 
With recklessness and giddy foUy rife, 

1 i^purned to make a victim of thy child. 

And wound thy peace and comfort, while I smiles- 
No, no my sire ! but now the case is changed, 
I have myself, from all these ills estranged ; 
And let me justice own — 'twas that sweet face. 
That shone to me with such resplendent grace, 
My soul fi'om idle dissoluteness charmed ; 
And my young heart to virtuous action warmed* 
This single fact suffices to display 
The power of love, its charms, its witchery ! 

Noble llamilcarf let mo grasp thy hand. 

One thing alone, of thee I shall demand. 

The old man gravely said. I know thy heart 

Incapable a falsehood to impart. 

Say to my daughter did you e'er despatch 

Thy portrait, shut in by a golden latch ; 

And dct around with diamonds, sparkling bright^ 
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In darkness shedding forth a brilliant light f 

Hamilcar answered thus. — Oft hare I wept 

Upon my couch, when calmer bosoms slept: 

Oft sadlj longed for one enchanting gaze, 

To cheer me through the dark and torturous maze 

Of doubt ftil and hopeless love ; oft sighed in Tain, 

Without a glimpse of hope to soothe my pain ! 

Yes, thrill on thrill has rent my aching breast, 

But untill now^ I ne'er the fact confessed. 

My father looking on me, often said, 

Surely my bosom ached or inly bled : 

And yearning o'er his farorite son, would sigh, 

As if he feared some dark disaster nigh, 

I pined and wept, and mourned: but, sir, belicTe 

By secret plans I never aught achieve. 

No word or message have I ever sent — 

No go-between has ever come and went : 

No pledge of love been given or recieved. 

No interview my tortured soul relieved. 

This day yourself beheld my only chance, 

Since first I saw, to steal a furtive glance. 

Believe it, sir, the truth I now impart. — 

He said, and put his hand upon his heart ! 
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rose affected^ could not well reply, 
rom his bosom heaved a grievous sigh: 
nda now shone out to him more bright, 
oary time dispelled the mists of night. 
Qce suspect her truth was more, much mottf 
I he had ever dared to do before ! 
aw her purity and filial love 
indred harmony congenial move : 

was to him a balm to soothe past ; 

radicnt hope around the future cast 

uld he but erase that hateful blot — 

e from his mem'ry that hideous spot, 

ch, e'en though false, had dared to cast a blur 

I the stainless character of her, 

i^ould be happy ! yes, that pious deed 

9 done, his soul should cease to bleed* 

truth had ever beamed as clear as day^ 

Iding armind her path a cloudless ray* 

^my tweet Lacinda, O Ibrgi 
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(wooid not wound thy feeling?, girl and live ! 
jfanbrose, communing with himself, thus said ; 
And in dejection hung his aged head. 

Hamilcar, viewing with an anxious eye 
The old man's pensive look and thrilling sigh-* 
The ^ery too— the portrait, grieved him sore- 
Wished he had heard much less, or known mtt6h more 9 
A doubt — a pang of sorrow pierced his brain ; 
He wished the conversation ope'd again : 
And thus the silence broke— Sir, I am fain 
It may be to disturb thy peace again. 
That portrait, sir, yoii talked of— pray explain — 
By thought my bosom has been racked in vain. 
I dare not tell the doubts that stir within : 
And yet I must confess to doubt were sin« 
That angel brow of hers, so holy, pure— 
O it is innocent and chaste, I'm sure ! 

This was too much : Ambrose, distracted, grieved, 
Hamilcar's bosom fain would have relieved. 
From doubts created by his own dull brain .' 
But now to speak were agonizing pain ! 
His arm then moving ere he whither knew. 
From out his vest the sparkling portrait drew ; 
And, as if managed by a magic wand. 
He saw it grace Hamilcar*s trembling hand! 

Xamilcar, lost in transport, madly gazed. 
While on his cheek the flush of rapture blazed:' 
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Now on Ambro8e-*now on the portrait ca3t-r- 

He rivetted his look upon the last ! 

Unable to restrain his boundless }oy, 

His eye flashed wildly on the blushing bqj. 

These were his features^ that his lofty brow ; 

Away with doubt, he felt assurance now ! 

O yes, these auburn locks were his — ^that acir« 

Received upon his cheek in boyish war ! 

Then from his neat in exstacy he broke : 

And drunk, with pleasure, thusenraptureiyflpoKe—- 

Lucinda, this the ofi^ring of thy love— - 

That holy passion breathed in from above* 

What simple, pure device to soothe the heaft 

And ease the anxious lover's poignant smart ! 

O fair Lucinda ! many a melting stare 

From thy sweet tender eye has lingered there / 

Tes, o'er that brow, these cheeks, thy virtuous sigii 

Has breathed its incense to the pitying sky. 

Methinks I see thee in the lonely bower. 

Where love unmitigated, wields his power : 

Reclining pensively in sober grief. 

Without a glimpse of hope to give relief; 

And wrapt up in amaze of roaming thought— 

Such as is from the shahs of Cupid caught : 

A heav'n of fancied bliqs around thee shine— 

Thyself the cjueen of love, adored, divine ! 

O then to be but near and a9 you sigh, 

Bistil the briny tear drop from my ^ye, 

Which melting as it rolled, would mifigliwig lift 

^ifh thine^ an bumble oflTrin^ tQ t||6«Uff9 \ 
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Ambrose, well pleased to mark the happy cbaii^ 
In that, parental feeling might derange : 
And eyeing with amaze^ the enthusiast yoath^ 
Who seemed to him the very soul of trath— 
Looked wisthiUy upon Hamilcar's &ce : 
And as he spoke, admired each manly grace ! 
Saw (m his forehead curling passion play. 
And sparkling triumph o'er his features stray : 
Beheld the graceful elegance that stole, 
As shed by gentle nature, o'er the whole : 
And as his burning accents die away 
He thus addressed him — friend, until to-day 
The living glow that fires a lover's frame. 
To me was known alone/ by feeble name. 
That portrait in thy hand amply displays 
The powerful charm, the lustre of its blaze i 
Once only seen, and yet how apt to trace 
Each line and feature of the form and face ! 
To love to madness, and not surely know 
On whom the warm alSection to bestow*— 
This, this is strange indeed, and yet 'tis so. 

Look here, my sire— Hamilcar quickly said — 
His cheeks with ardent passion crimson red. 
Look here my sire, this likeness on my breast 
Has often calmed my tortured soul to rest ! 
Say can'st thou recognize that charming face*- 
This eye, this brow, that elegance and grace t 
See these dark flowing ringlets lovely deck. 
That crystal, snowy, alabaster ^e^^k t 
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Behold that swelling boeom heav'nly iiir-^ 

O all the sweets ofnatare dwell in there ! 

Mark well, my sire, this bursting, cherry lip«-» 

What flinty stoic would gainsay t* sip 

At that bright fount of pure unearthly bliss, 

Or stamp the pious, sweet, enrapturing kiss ? 

Stare not my sire ! O yes, you surely know 

Those brilliant tints— >lhat more than virtuous glow ! 

They are my daughter's sure— Ambrose replied^- 

And struggling, strove his exstacy to hide. 

Thy daughter's — yes, thy daughter's, aged sire, 

This eye is her's alone — that chastened fire! 

Such is the shift love m^kes, to ea^e its smart, 

And shed a ray of hope around the heart! 

Bear with me for a time, while I disclose' 

The hisVry of thb soother of my woes: 

Three months and more had slowly roU'd away, 

Since that bewildering, enchanting day. 

When first I gazed upon those charms, that shone 

As if designed by Heav'n for me alone. 

Time, like a sluggard, crawled along ; as if 

His supple joints, from age, had grown more stiff. 

Each coming day the hours more tedious move, 

While this poor bosom flamed with (|aenchless love! 

With sickly vision, all of earth I eyed,, 

And only felt relieved when others sighed. 

The lonely forest, and the pensive breeze. 

Breathing in chiding murmurs through the tre^; 

The love-sequeslered bower, or purling rill, 

16* 
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Where perfbmes float, or pearly drops difiill 
The thrilling chorus ol the sounding gro?e, 
Soothing with melody the soul of lo¥e; 
These were my comforters; each lagging hour 
Knit closer round my heart the magic power ! 
One summer's eve — FIJ ne'er forget that day, 
While on a daisied bank distressed I lay: 
The h\m% eerene above looked pure and cbasto-* 
The sun had sank beneath the watery waste; 
Deep saffron tints lit up the western sky— 
A robe of glory stretched along on high. 
The mingled buzz of dancing iosectSy played 
A solenm dirge about my aching h^ad. 
Slow at my feet the crystal current flowed, 
And all around the fire-flies dimly glowed! 

My soul, oppressed with melancholy, strove 
in nature's charms, to blunt the pangs of love«^ 
But all in vain — the glories of the past 
Around my brain a thrilling tumult cast. 
One form alone danced on the glassy stream, 
Or, sylph'like flitted on the waning beam^ 
Fair as the brilliant harbinger of mom ; 
Fresh as the blushing rose that decks the thora,* 
Pure as Aurora's breath from off the sea 
That mystic visitant shone out ta me ! 
Exhausted with continuous effort, I 
In dreary solitude, looked on the sky ; 
When o'er my yielding senses gently stole 
Indulgent sleep— that soother of the soul 1 
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llethought t strolled along a loyely vale, 
Where blooming shrubs a tide of sweets exhale ! 
Around me, thickly strewn, lay tempting boweri, 
Profusely canopied with wreaths of flowers. 
A rich luxuriance, o'er the teeming earth 
Sprang as by magic into life and birth . 
The silvery walks displayed the utmost taste, 
And wild profusion here alone was chaste ! 
Nought but fresh charms, my anxious eyes assail, 
I seemed to breathe nought but a spicy gale. 
Above the azure sky shone clear and bright : 
The ardent sun diffused a dazzhng light. 
The landscape's distant, smooth and gentle swell, 
As I gazed round, upon my vision fell. 
Down through this valley roll'd a dancing stream 
Whose sportive waters wooed the solar beam : 
U|)on its flowery banks, in thick array 
The cedar stood, in towering majesty. 

I gazed transported on the gorgeous scene, 
And fondly wished Lucinda there had been : 
When lo 1 a hum of foices struck my ear 
Amazed, distressed, I stood aghast to hear. 
Again, the mingled chorus floated past. 
When down the stream my eager eyes I cail. 
Behold a group of damsels fair and bright, 
In radient beauty shone upon my sight. 
In admiration lost, I could not move : 
My ev'ry thought was wrapt in bliss and love. 
Loud and more kmdp the ^ivmag •Ibet MUigi 
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As the seraphic choir, advancing, sang. 
Trembling to meet the look of things so bright^ 
Cf^eeping into a bower, I shrunk from sight. 
They still advancing, showed an angel throng 
Repeating o'er the notes of Heav'niy song : 
So 6weet« so thrilling» was that music's power« 
As it reechoed through the rosy bower ! 

The melody's deep notes abruptly ceased. 

Sweet converse followed to the vocal feast. 

The brilliant group had now approach'd so near, 

I could the touching sounds distinctly hear: 

And peeping through the wreaths of sparkling hue, 

A burst of glory broke upon my view. 

The angel-nymphs, in lustrous order, sat 

Upon a bank of tulips, on a plat 

Of blooming roses — lovely, shining, fiiir — 

Lost in t>ewilderment, I could but stare. 

Deep silence now unbroken, reigned around. 

Except the distant cascade's humming sound. 

In strict succession^ each one told her tale. 

And then the chorus rang along the vale* 

One glittering damsel, lovelier than ihe rest, 

In pensive mood, sat gazing on the West; 

And when she came to speak, thus blushing said — 

A cloud of transport wraps about my head. 

A glow of mystic tumult warms my breast; 

My anxious bosoqi knows no soothing rest 

One only in^age.flbti.iorQtiimjrhraiiJ^-^ ^^^ 
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1 Ve struggled with its winning charms in vain ; 
Some call it love: and yet I do not know 
On whom the tender passion to bestow. 
While in that rosy bower, I oft recline — 
She lifts her snow white hand, and points to mine. 
How many dreams of fancy stir my soul, 
How many scenes of bliss upon me roll I 
Within that bower a lovely portrait hangs — 
The only soother of my gentle pangs. 
Oh, how I love that charming image ! bright 
As radient pencils of effulgent light. 
Reclining on my cooch, each mom and eve. 
Whole clouds of sighs my wand'ring soul relieve; 
And, borne away, on passion's rapid wtng^ 
In bursts of love and bliss, this air I sing — 

Sweet idol of my soul, oh shed 

A thrill of transport o'er my frame, 
Breathe bursts of glory round my head, 

And quench in bliss this madd'ning flameJt 
Ah) for one look, one tender gaze. 

To soothe the tumult of my breast. 
Or calm my spirit's rapturous maze, 

And still this flutt'ring heart to rest! 

Around me here, see wild flowers bloom. 
And clouds of perfume float in air, 

Here smiling bowers shall be thy home. 
And love and rapture every where. 

That crystal stream thy thirst shall slake-^ 
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Yon bank of daisies be tby b^, 
There you may revel, when awake. 
And here repose thy dreamy head! 

No care shall dim that sparkling eye, 
A.nd when you calmly sink to sleep, 

ril fan thee with a lover's sigh, 
And o'er thy slumbers vigils keep! 

The balmy breath of radient morn. 
Shall wake thee to unclouded joy, 

fiud -blooming wreaths thy locks adorn — 

come, O come, my lovely boy! 

If pain should pierce thy aching head« 

1 '11 pillow 't on this burning breast, 
There yon may virtue's transports wed, 

And sink, in thrills of love, to rest! 
Ah, could you know the stores of bliss. 

That wait thee in this flow'ry vale — 
The warm embrace — the burning kiss-^ 

These hot entreatits must prevail! 

A transport, caiight from smiling Heav'n, 

Around our paths should ever play; 
And by its mild effulgence giv'n, 

Cheer us along the holy way. 
Thy image hangs from day to day, 

Suspended in my rosy bower, 
I hail it by the morning ray. 

And kiss it ev'ry coming hourl 
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But ah, this only fosters more 

The scorching fire it cannot quell; 
lonly kiss but to adore, 

While raging tumults higher swell! 
What magic words, caught from above, 

Can woo thee to my fragrant home? 
Oh, how my thrilling soul should love 

With thee, among these bowers, to roam! 

While this she sung, her bright and quivering fran 
Seemed lit up by a pure, angelic flame : 
And as she ceased, I turned about to gaze-— 
When I was struck with transport and amaze ! 
A portrait, set in brilliants^ caught my sight, 
Whose dazzling splendour beamed effulgent light. 
That was my likeness — ^that my auburn hair, 
Adjusted too, with all a lover's care. 
That eye, that cheek, those lips, all, all, were mine, 
But yet too fair for mortal, too divine ! 
The first deep flush of burning tumult past 
Again upon the maid my eyes I cast. 
To me she shone with double lustre now- 
Fresh rays of beauty played upon her brow! 
That angel form first woke my soul to love, 
And round my heart a mystic tumult wove : 
I knew my angel's sparkling, raven ieye : 
But yet all was to me a mystery ! 
A thousand dark conjectures crossed my Imdn ; 
And visionary dreaaiB^ butW lEn vaih! 
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Whilst thus I gazed, o'«rwhelmed wUh doubt and fear» 
I saw the shining throng approach more near : 
When each one, mutely parting, sought her bower. 
For now the sun proclaimed meridian hour. 
O what an ordeal to my struggling soul — 
O what emotions o'er my spirits roll ! 
As that bright creature slowly moved along, 
Humming in under tones her much-loved song. 
But now hard by, I felt my senses ache : 
And all the vehemence of life awake. 
She stopped: and with an eye intensely bright, 
Which seemed to shine alone by its own light, 
Fixed on me such a look of wild surprise, 
As for a moment dimmed my aching eyes. 
But soon a melting gaze of rapturous love 
Shed o'er her face, as shot down from above ; 
And flinging out her snowy arms thus spoke- 
Once more that form has on my vision broke — 
O charmer of my soul, fly to these arms, 
And soothe in transport love's too wild alarms ! 
Fly, fly, O fly, I pant for one embrace ! 
This said, headlong I rushed through space : 
And drunk with burning eostacy, I strove 
To give the warm embrace — the kiss of love. 
O vapture inexpressible ! O glow 
9t holy fir^ horn Heav'n, ne'er shed below! 
As in her arras, too blest, I fondly hung, 
And all my thrilling senses madly rung! 
O 't was too much -> the sweet delusion broke, 
MmA fBiVriog on the daisied bank, I woke. 
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What sense of desolation seized my frame — 
What dreary solitude upon me came ! 
My locks now moist with dew I rising shook^ 
And on creation cast a sickly look; 
Darkness had crept upon the rolling globe. 
And over sther stretched her sparkling robe. 
Steeped in a mazeof loye and mystery, 
Back to my sire's I wend my devious way « 
The night-flies buzzing round my dreamy head, 
While my poor aching heart with anguish bled. 

Let me be brief: the moisture on my frame. 
Lit in my chest the keen pleuratic flame^; 
For chilling damp upon the surface is 
A fruitful source of sharp, intern disease. 
The agitation of my spirits too, 
With ev'ry hour more keen and piercing grew ; 
Untill delirium seized my burning brain. 
And dreamy wanderings soothed the pangs of pain. 
For weeks I languished on a sickly bed. 
And once indeed had fame proclaimed me dead :. 
Returning hopes but keener pangs restore-— 
Again I only live but to adore ! 
Soon as my strength permitted this sweet face^ 
From vivid fancy I es^yed to trace ; 
The likeness of that angel in the bower, 
Whose sweet dominion claimed exclusive power. 
This 18 Lucinda sir — this is thy child, 
Who first to love and bliss my sou! beguiled i 
And she it was that owned that blooming vale, 

16 
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With mingled wild (lowers breathed a spicy gale ! 
He said; and hayini; fond-y gazed awhile. 
Buoyed up with expectation, forced a smile. 

Ambrose astonished knew not what to sty 9 

All was to him a cloud of mystery. 

Adown his cheek distilled the generous tear; 

As to the tale he bent his aged ear. 

But now the shades^of ev'ning thro' the room 

Diffused around a dull and sombre gloom« 

When io ! Lucinda like a sylph appearedy 

And soon the drooping faces brightly cheered! 

Simply attired, as blooming as the rose, 

Which in the vernal arbour blushing glows.' 

She came attended by the welcome light, 

Whicli from her sparkling oeauty, shone more bright. 

Ramilcar gazed in transport on her face ; 

And drunk with passion, marked each lovely gric«« 

O yes, he knew those lineaments — that eye^ 

That first within his bosom stirred a sigh. 

Each thrilling gaze awoke a tender smart ; 

And swelling tumult, rent his anxious heart. 

Ambrose, emboldened, thus advancinfir said— • 
My girl thy cheek is more than usual red ; 
A flush of pleasure kindles in thine eye- 
To night I cannot catch the rising sigh: 
Lucinda, blushing deeply, smiled and triedt 
The gentle flutt'rings of her heart to hide. 
Ambrose then quickly thus— Lucinda here 
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5ou see the ofspringof a child most dear : 
>ne who partook my sports in early youth— 
i soul made up of honesty and truth. 
This is his son — for whom I fondly claim 
A due proportion of thy warm esteem ! 
Lucinda slowly raised her bashful eye, 
Such as might grace a seraph of .the sky. 
And on Hamilcar beamed a smile of lore 
That must the savage heart to rapture moTe^ 
A lowly curtesy «poke the homage felt : 
And told what transports in her bosom dwelt. 
Hamilcar bowed profoundly as he caught, 
That melting gaze with holy influence fraught ; 
And in return lit up a chastened glow, 
Such as but seldom fires the sight below. 
These thrilling salutations past and o'er 
The pious lovers live but to adore 1 
But soon Lucinda^ now her errand done 
Retiring left the genial pair alone. 

Hamilcar thus Ambrose addressed — my sire 
Each tedious moment only adds fresh fire ; 
Without Lucinda earth affords in vain, 
Aught that can ever soothe this throbbing pain. 
Mine is a virtuous love : no taint of earth 
Infused a poison at its sacred birth. 
Pure and unsullied as the crystal dew 
Within this breast to life and strength it grew« 
Ak sir, could you but feel the sacred strife 
Waging its war&re^ at the seat of life ; 
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Biffusing o*er the frame its gentle thrilly 
And binding fast in chains the human will : 
Tour heart would melt in sympathy — a tear 
The lover's anxious bosom soon should cheer* 

brave Hamilcar, cease this plaintive strain : 
Resume thy youthful buoyancy again ? 
Lucinda's heart, my boy, is tender, kind — 
Hers is a lofty, noble, generous mind. 
Methmks her smile bespoke a touch of love — 

1 marked ; she with her tender feelings strove 
'T\^ thine to win her heart ; and yet I own * 
Ti n ev'n now, that heart is half thy own. 
Thy task is easy, for i must confess 

That manly soul of thine, deserves no lest*: 

I cannot woo for thee ; and still I (ain 

Would ease the tumnlts of a love's pain. 

Hamilcar, trust me, I do highly prize 

That spark of genius kindling in thine eyes ; 'i' 

And should you only gain my daughter's heart, 

A free and cheerful cession is my part ; 

For know, Hamilcar, I shall never dpre 

With my Lucinda's choice to interfere* 

That is a course I highly disapprove. 

For liberty alone can sanction love ! 

Thus, spoke Ambrose : Hamilcar, thus replied* 

When hither to thy house this day I hred, 

No ray of expectation cheered my brain — 

All was dark chaos, and unmingled pain. 

A firm resolve was fixed within my heart 
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This burning passion never to impart ; 
But Heav'n — which wisely mars o«r future schemes 
Has brought to light, my love and fairy dreams. 
To thee, my sire, I owe a grateful breast 
Whose smiles of kindness soothed my soul to rest. 
O may kind providence so bless thy days, 
That eve of life, shall lead to glory's blaze— 
O may it be my lot to soothe thy age ; 
And all the ills of ebbing life assuage ! 

A servant now announced the light repast *. 
A dark oblivion on the byegone cast — 
The doubtful future, only clouds his view ; 
Hamilcar's bosom still more anxious grew. 
Now seated round the hospitable board, 
A pleasing conversation was restored : 
In which Lucinda bore conspicuous part. 
Hers was the glow of nature, not of art: 
Her graceful condescension, winning air — 
The thrilling smile, and thoughtless, furtive stare 
Soon caught Uarailcar's eye : fresh hope inspired, 
And with insatiate love his bosom fired, 
A glow of confidence, stole o'er his frame^ 
And for a time, diffused the blush of shame. 
Nature ne'er with herself at variance. 
Stamps on the cheek of genius diffidence. 
This was Hamilcar's , but the present hour, 
Had o'er that virtue swayed exclusive power. 
Warmed with the rapture of a lover's glow. 
His heart refused to own aught else below^ 

16» 
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Etch lower ptsftion shrank iaio the shide; 
For lofe alone bifl botom swayed! . , 
Scant was Hamilcar's meal : no sa? 'ry food 
Could calm the raging ferment in his blood, 
Lucinda feasted too on looks alone ; 
For in her her eye, Hamilcar only sbone. 
Ambrose bewildered, scarcely touched the fare 
But in succession eyed the panting pair ! 
The meal now past, around the blazing fire 
Hamilcar sat — Lucinda and her sire. 
Quick interchange of thought began to play, 
For conversation shed its lively ray. 
Art^ literature and science, each in course, 
Displays its store of wealth and large resource. 
Hamilcar led the way; but soon he found 
Lucinda's information knew no bound! 
Fresh admiration seized his throbbing heart — 
Each brightening prospect gave a keener smart. 
Two hours or more, thus, like an instant flew, 
And still the conversation warmer grew. 
Lucinda, in an ease and grace, her own. 
With ev'ry coming hour, more brightly shone. 
Ambrose delighted rose, and with a smile. 
Thus said. — My guest, I must retire a while : 
Until my quick return you have this flower, 
As sweet to me, as that which graced your bower I 
Lucinda blushed ; Hamilcar purplish grew — 
Ambrose in exultation then withdrew. 

Ah, what a moment for Hamilcar now— « 
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iVhat shifting passions played upon his brow ! 
^lone with his Lucinda— he would fain 
Disclose the secret sources of his pain, 
Sut how, how could he bring his lips to tell 
Those throbbing pangs that in his bosom dwell ! 
Liucinda saw his struggles, and a sigh 
Had brought the briny tear-drop in her eye : 
When lo, a flush of passion o'er him steals 
And dropping at her feet he ardent kneels. — 
O loveliest charmer of this burning heart — 
Which now too long has borne love's cruel smarts- 
Say, must Hamiicar bow to thee in vain, 
When one kind word could ease this thrilling pain ? 
Ah, angel of my thoughts ! A mad'ning flame 
In quenchless fury, wastes this feeble frame ! 
Thou art the cause, those charms that brightly shine 
Around thy path as if thou wert divine, 
Have claimed dominion boundless o'er my soul- 
Nought but love scenes upon my sences roll. 
Weep not, Luciuda, speak, my angel, speak ; 
And wipe that moisture from thy lovely cheek ! 
Lueinda sobbing, felt the warm appeal, 
And cared not all her soul now to reveal ; 
But stretching out her hand, thus kindly said — 
I own Hamiicar, too my heart has bled. 
I've struggled hard to hide my love, but vain^ 
The fruitless effort gave but keener pain. 
Rise, my Hamiltar, rise! I freely own 
This gently throbbing heart is thine alone ! 
Hamiicar, fired to madness^ could not speak. 
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Bot dreams tlone of waking bliss aid love. 
Athwart th( ir airj risions nimbly mo? e ! 

But why protraet the tale ? the blooming pair 
In wedlock's silken fetters bind up care ; 
And happy parents on the union smile, 
While love and transport former woes beguile. 
We leave the joyous couple steeped in bliss, 
Hini^liug a prayer with e?Vy virtuous kiss . 
While old Ambrose doats fondly on his son; 
And sweet Lncinda dreamii of lore alone'. 
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